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CONTENT WARNING
volume 108 / issue 02

DEAR READER,

We are so excited for you to enjoy Volume 108.2. However, we want to caution
you regarding the sensitive nature of many subjects covered in this issue. Body
dysmorphia, sexual abuse, racism, self-harm, slurs, and physical violence are
some of the potentially disturbing topics included in the work within this magazine. These topics are being represented to shed light on persisting injustices.
Please email santaclarareview@gmail.com if you would like further information regarding which specific works we anticipate merit content warnings.
Sincerely,

THE SANTA CLARA REVIEW TEAM

EDITOR’S NOTE
EMMA KULI
volume 108 / issue 02

DEAR READER,

It has now been more than a year since the Santa Clara University campus
closed for the COVID-19 pandemic. It is incredible that we can enjoy this book
with hope shining brightly on the horizon, because at the beginning of this
arduous journey, it felt like the world was on fire.
As I write this letter, the university, the nation, and the world remain in a time
of transition. We have begun what will be a long healing process following the
adversity and isolation of the pandemic and the past year’s grave demonstrations of continued social injustices. However, even as cases fall and restrictions lift, we will emerge from the tumultuous trials of the year transformed
by what we learned about ourselves during this difficult time.
The Review’s global community connected the geography-crumbling online
sphere in a new way, and we welcome these fortified ties with open arms. I
also want to express my sincere gratitude for those who bridged great physical
distance to continue our local and campus community.
Our Leadership Staff, Assistants and Associates, Editorial Board, and Faculty
Advisor braved the daunting frontier of pandemic publication with dedication
and determination to bring you this issue. Thank you, Santa Clara Review
team, for your unrelenting passion and hard work.
I am profoundly grateful to each contributor in this magazine. This book was
possible because their brilliant creativity persisted even during the heights of
this year’s destruction.
You are holding a testament to the power of storytelling in times of loss.
Enjoy,

EMMA KULI

editor in chief

BENJI REID
featured artist

Benji Reid was born and currently lives in Manchester, UK. This year, Reid
was announced as the recipient of The Welcome Photography Prize 2020
for the category Mental Health. Reid was awarded the prize for his work
“Holding onto Daddy,” a love note to his daughter. October Gallery will
exhibit the artist’s first solo show in 2021.
Reid began producing images in 2012. Reid’s work was exhibited as part of
Get Up, Stand Up Now at Somerset House, June 2019. His works have also
been shown in Museum of Contemporary African Diasporan Arts (MoCADA), New York, as part of the 2019 exhibition Styles of Resistance: From
the Corner to the Catwalk. Reid’s first solo show, A Thousand Words, was
exhibited at Contact Theatre, Manchester, England, in 2016. Reid considers himself a Choreo-Photolist: a practice where theatricality, choreography, and photography meet in a single or series of images.
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BENJI REID
photography
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BENJI REID
photography
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HOLDING ONTO DADDY
BENJI REID
photography
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BENJI REID
photography
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UNTIED
BENJI REID
photography
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ALEXANDER KEMP
fiction

I GOT A STORY FOR YOU
“You’re a stupid son of a bitch,” Olivia screamed.
And just like that, I was dumped.
Anyway, being a dumb S.O.B was weighing heavy on my mind as
the correctional guard handed me the orange clothing.
I had been arrested once before, about six or seven years prior.
That was for unpaid speeding tickets. The State of California loved to tax
a man for needing to go somewhere. That ain’t the Texan way, I’ll tell you
that much. Anyway, I got arrested and booked. I was put in a holding cell
until my parents came to get their baby boy some freedom. All in all, I was
in there probably about an hour and a half. This time was different.
Dirty Dan, a large, balding fella with a handlebar mustache gave
me the lay of the land. Cell block B had the usual look of a crowded jail. A
top floor with lots of cells and a bottom floor with, surprise, more cells. He
pointed to specific tables where it was safe to sit during leisure time.
We moved past a table in the right corner, and he said, “That’s
where the Bloods gather. You stay away. Those niggers get real territorial.”
Dirty Dan put his arm around me as we walked. Some folks stared.
When we got to my cell, my new home, he leaned in and whispered,
“Our people stick together. Understand?”
Now I’ll let you know I ain’t ever been into any of that shave my
head, neo-Nazi bullshit. My granddaddy lost a couple toes fighting those
fuckers in Europe. But Dan had a hundred pounds on me easy, so I kept my
mouth shut.
Dirty Dan looked me up and down. “Man, you got any tattoos on
that body?”
“Nah, never cared for ‘em.”
This dude licked his lips and said, “I think you’re lying.” He left.
In the cell was my bunkmate, a young guy with an afro. He told me
his name, but I always called him what everyone else did, World Peace. He
was reading The 48 Laws of Power while lounging on his bed. He pegged
me as a newbie to incarceration.
World Peace sat up. “So you gonna ask?”
I had been worrying about one thing since the police burst through
my front door.
He said, “You ain’t getting assaulted. Ninety-five percent of the
guys who ride up in here never do.”

SANTA CLARA REVIEW |

7

ALEXANDER KEMP
I let out a deep sigh. As I would learn, World Peace had a real knack
for math, so I was in good hands trusting his statistics. This dude was on
his sixth tour of life in the pokey. His first arrest at fifteen was for arson.
He tried to set his high school on fire after his old man abruptly died from
heart failure. Couple years later he stole a cop car. The latest arrest was for
beating his mama’s abusive boyfriend. Anyway, this guy knew the ins and
outs of jail-life.
World Peace said, “And stay away from Dirty Dan. He’s a booty
bandit.”
“What’s that?”
“It’s what you’re afraid of.”
***
After a month, I felt like I was getting the hang of things. During
supper I knew which tables to sit at, when to keep my head down, and who
I could beat at poker. Thing about a California jail is people leave every day
and new ones enter. The overcrowding issue was crazy in 2004. Wait, did I
forget to mention this was in 2004? Anyway, I always had to keep my eyes
open on account you never knew about the new guy, but outside of that, I
kinda liked the daily routine. I always knew when the next meal was gonna
be, some of the fellas told great jokes, and I didn’t have to worry about my
electricity getting turned off.
I had this buddy named Johnnie Boy; my mama loved to say he
was a goddamn idiot. Anyway, he used to say jail can be fun if you just
know how to do it. He was right. Johnnie Boy robbed a Family Dollar down
in Texas couple years back. He was shot in the head by the cashier. Read
they gave that kid “Employee of the Month.” Anyway, enough reminiscing.
Here’s something important to tell you.
My fancy lawyer said the District Attorney was charging me with...
you know, let’s do all the legal mumbo-jumbo later.
When I played poker with the fellas, our bets were only with
smokes and cookies. Shit was still fun though. There was this one intense
game where it was me, World Peace, and an older guy called Two Eyes. We
called him that cause he only had one eye. So, I’m winning a round when
Dan snuck up.
Ever since World Peace warned me, I done my best to keep my distance. This dude stared at me like I was pulled pork fresh off the grill.
World Peace knew what was up. “Double D, this a three-man
game.”
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He glared at me. He motioned to World Peace and asked, “You let
this one speak for you?”
Silence was my friend. I nodded.
“Big mistake. I’ll see your ass later.” He stormed off.
World Peace saved me. He could read any room. My buddy planned
on going back to college and becoming a professor in humans, or whatever
the hell it’s called. Anthro-something.
Two Eyes, a dude who spent more on liquor than child support, was
dealing the cards. Last week he mixed all his vegetables into his mashed
potatoes. Day after that I caught him pissing in the shower. Since he only
had the one eye, no one said anything. Everyone gets confused sometimes.
Anyhow, I won the next round and Two Eyes refused to pass over his oatmeal cookie. The bald bastard just shook his head. This was a problem. He
owed me a debt and other people were watching, so I bluffed.
“You know what I’m in here for? I’m going to prison for life. I ain’t
one of your baby mamas. Now pay me before I snatch your eye patch!”
Two Eyes slid the cookie over. Oatmeal was the best.
I told him, “Next time I’ll whoop your ass, old man.”
Both he and World Peace nodded in approval. There were no hard
feelings between me and Two Eyes. Truth was, he was just checking my
temperature (that’s when one fella uses a social test to measure if you’re a
“punk-ass-bitch”). Weakness was how you lost the game of jail-life. It got
you beat and robbed.
Denise slapped Two Eyes upside the head, then sat next to him.
With his booming voice, he said, “Deal me in.”
This dude could have been an NFL linebacker. When the guys
played basketball during rec time, he was the only man who could do a
one-handed dunk. This fella was so bad, he liked being called “Denise.”
There were rumors he kicked his dad’s skull in. Dude looked like Mike Tyson in his prime. I’ll be honest. He looked at me with those dead eyes and
every part of me shrunk, every part. Everyone knew Denise had already
won the next hand.
***
Another Sunday had arrived, and I went to the booth to speak with
my folks, just like clockwork. Going to jail was now their after-church ritual.
I picked the phone up. They seemed jittery.
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My old man spoke, “How you holdin’ up, son?”
“Wish I was back in Bandera and on the ranch, instead of here. But
I’m alright. Only 31 and my blond hair is graying.”
“I bet you’re still the handsomest one here.” My mama was my biggest fan.
I asked, “Did you guys see the new Jason Bourne movie?”
“That Matt Damon knows how to throw a punch. Listen, we spoke
with your lawyers and the DA will try for capital punishment.”
Mama’s voice cracked. “We ain’t gonna let the worst happen. And
there’s talk about executions being on the ballot this November. Maybe we
won’t even have to worry about it.”
“Easy for you to say.”
Mama’s head dropped.
“Sorry. Just make the lawyers do something.”
“We’re trying, son,” my daddy said.
My folks looked elderly.
“Guys, I just gotta have something I can hold onto. Something I can
believe in.”
“Billy,” Mama leaned forward, “you still been praying? Long as you
got the Lord, you’ll have what you need. You remember that.”
“Look where I am, Mama! Now I don’t mean no disrespect, but the
Lord is puttin’ a hot one on my ass.”
***
Alright folks, let’s roll it on back. Not all the way back to the ranch
and Texas, but later on, after my old man moved us to California for his job
when I was 17. The special day I’ll tell you about was after I got fired from
a Walmart for crashing a shopping cart into a BMW.
On this spring morning, I had the day off from 7-Eleven. I was
lounging on my couch with breakfast, some sherbet ice cream and Miller
Lite (I was losing weight). On TV was a new episode of Maury. A hot babe
didn’t know if her baby daddy was her husband, her father-in-law, or the
grandfather-in-law. FYI, this was classic Maury. I was starting on another
beer when my man Maury said to the husband, “You are NOT the father!”
I went wild with the audience. “Hot damn, girl,” I yelled to the TV.
Before I knew it, my third beer was empty. Then came a knock on my door.
Standing at my doorway was Mary, my homely neighbor from
across the street. Oh yeah, and she was also my dealer. I invited her in. I’ll
add now, Mary was a big gal, and I don’t mean tall. Why do I mention that?
You’ll see.
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I gave Mary a beer.
“Billy,” she said, “it ain’t even noon yet.”
Mary’s stringy brown hair always needed a good cleaning. She
had a couple kids that the state had taken away. She loved the Oakland A’s
(I’m an Astros fan), and she was allergic to peanuts. Besides that, she sold
weed to me, some high school students, and an old lady down the road. Her
life was a tad bit depressing. She also babysat for shitty parents with shitty kids. And she sold stolen crap to a thrift store. Mary being productive
wasn’t good for society.
“You and Olivia really done?” Mary asked.
This was something I couldn’t shake. Three days ago, Olivia ran
off with another fella. She had also called me a dumb S.O.B. But I guess I
already told you that.
“You women can put a real hurtin’ on a man,” I told Mary. “Yup, she
left faster than a bass headed down stream.”
Mary laughed. “Why you always talk so funny, Billy?”
I shrugged.
Her hand rubbed my thigh. “I’m sorry to hear about the breakup.”
Even though Mary’s age and weight were twice my own, her green
eyes got brighter with each empty beer can. I said, “Don’t worry about it.
She won’t ever find a man as good as me. So, you got my stash?”
She pulled it out her purse.
“Mary, want some Mary Jane?” I asked. That joke always killed.
She slapped my knee and I noticed she was sweating. But that was okay. It
meant I had a hot chick in my place.
It was after the first joint I remembered I didn’t have enough money for the weed. Or my electric bill either. So, I opened a bag of Doritos and
slid it over to Mary. Had to compensate her someway.
“Got any plans tonight?” she asked.
“Pass out drunk. You?”
“Going to the bar. I got a guy coming from out of town and we’re
taking some bets on the ball game.”
“Shit, put me down for fifty! The Astros gonna beat the A’s.” I was
broker than a castrated bull.
Mary laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, but
in a dainty way. “You got it, Billy. Down for fifty.”
I was picking gunk from my teeth when I noticed Mary staring.
“Billy boy, never told you this, but after I smoke, I need a man.”
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Don’t judge me too hard for this next part. But she’d always been a
good pal, and she was a guest in my home. Maybe you Yankees won’t get it,
but southern hospitality is a real thing. Anyway, we went to the bedroom.
I’ll spare you the graphic details (I’m a gentleman after all), but the long
and short of it is Billy Boy Smith took care of his business.
Mary, named after the Virgin Mary (World Peace later told me
that’s irony), left with a pep in her heavy ass step.
At my doorway, she said, “I’ll let you know in a month if I’m pregnant.” I didn’t use rubbers back then. I just prayed to our Lord and Savior
my boys drown in the magic juice.
She turned and left. I shouted, “You remember that fifty dollars, ya
hear.” She waved back and was gone.
My back was hurtin’ worse than a cow after childbirth. Mary’s
massive heft was too much for my modest frame. I rolled another joint.
Before lighting it, I called Mary. It went straight to voicemail. I said, as a
joke, nothing more, “I’m going to kill you Mary for what you did to me this
morning. Woman, this weed ain’t enough.”
Nine hours later, Mary was strangled to death three miles north of
town. She was missing underwear. My semen was in her. The only fingerprints found were my own. Olivia told the authorities I was suicidal after
we broke up. She used the word “unstable” twice.
***
Let’s talk about jail showers. It ain’t some grab ass pizza party.
Movies and TV get it all wrong. It’s like a regular communal shower, like
the gym, you wash the stink off and get on with your day. Real simple.
Except, one morning as I was drying off, a wet towel hit the back of
my head. I whirled around, and there was Dirty Dan in his birthday suit,
laughing away.
He said, “I still got my eye on you, boy.”
I put some pants on and high-tailed it outta there. That night, after
World Peace and I finished debating on the better football franchise (Raiders or Cowboys), I sought advice about Dirty Dan.
I asked, “You think I should tell him I ain’t gay?”
“Gay or straight ain’t got nothing to do with it. He loves violence.
You keep your distance.”
“I’m trying.”
World Peace said, “If you can’t be tough, then pretend, motherfucker, pretend.”
***
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I had been in jail five months the day I walked into my cell and
World Peace gave me the bad news.
“Well homie, you got robbed.”
My pictures and stationery paper were gone. “What happened?”
World Peace shrugged. “Denise jacked you. Simple as that.”
“Damn.”
“Hate to tell you, but all the guys saw him do it. You know what that
means, don’t you?”
I knew, but I sure as hell didn’t want to believe it. World Peace
looked me over and then stood from his bed. The words needed to be spoken.
“Listen Billy, you’ll be labeled a little bitch if you don’t act. There’s
only one thing to do. And you gotta do it today before the stench of bitchhood rests upon your head. You gotta fight him. You don’t need to win, but
you gotta fight him.”
All the fun of jail had dried up over the last week. A young fella
named Sweet Pete was beaten on the basketball court. According to the
rumors, Denise had broken his leg. I’ll be honest with you, I tried not to
shake.
“I can’t fight him. He’ll kill me. What’s my other option?”
“Fellatio.”
I stretched, getting ready to battle. Last fight I had been in was a
decade ago. Nonetheless, I had been doing push-ups every morning and
felt healthier than a prize steer. I shadow boxed and World Peace instructed me to move my feet.
“Whatever you do, make sure he can’t get you in a corner,” World
Peace said.
I had it planned. At 4:15 PM, the guards come to our cell block to
dispense medications. This happened every day. They were clockwork. The
plan was to attack Denise at 4:13 PM. Before I knew it, the guards would
swoop in, and I’d be a man again.
Leaving my cell shirtless, I began the longest journey of my life.
Whenever an inmate left his cell shirtless, shit was about to hit the fan.
We liked to call it “Judgement Day.” Disorder stirred up as I got closer to
Denise’s cell. Everyone knew it was going down.
Denise, laying down, was running a finger across a picture of Ethel
Smith, my fucking Nana. I only had a few family pictures and a half-written letter to Olivia.
I swallowed hard. Then I yelled. “Hey asshole! You’re a thief. You
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steal a picture of my grandmother. What the hell’s wrong with you?”
A degenerate in the growing crowd yelled, “Yo Billy, your granny
got big titties. I’d take that picture too!” Those devils laughed. I had to take
control.
I pointed to Denise and yelled, “Bitch, get over here and take this
ass whoopin’ like a man!”
As Denise’s massive body moved, the creaks from his bed thundered. This moment, the end of my life, slowed. Denise’s murderous eyes
zeroed in on me.
He ambled towards me. Closing in.
I released a battle cry. I rushed him with a haymaker from my right
fist. I’d knock his fucking head off.
POW! Thing is, my dumbass had only hit air.
One hand. Around my neck. No air. Tears blurred everything.
Denise had me pressed against his mammoth body as he strangled
me. He leaned in and spoke softly. “I’m in here forever. Leave now. Or I will
kill you.”
Released. I gasped for air.
Denise shoved me out his cell, and I bumped into a grinning Dirty
Dan.
I rushed to my cell as fast as possible. I buried my face in my pillow.
It was over for me.
***
Three hours after my humiliation, a guard shouted, “Hey Smith,
your lawyer is here.”
This next part is pretty long, and pretty complicated, so I’ll give
you the short and easy version. My lawyer had unearthed security footage
of me stumbling outside a bank the night Mary died. I was drunk as a
skunk in the clip, but the significance of it was the exact time. It was proof I
was across town when poor Mary was choked. The case had been dropped.
The police department was actively looking for other suspects.
I was free!
“I regret to inform you that you’re still a prisoner, Mr. Smith.” She
cleared her throat. “In the State of California, the governor must sign off on
every release for homicide cases. And the governor is not available.”
“Where the fuck is Arnold Schwarzenegger?”
“His office stated he’s away this weekend. According to Access Hollywood, he’s vacationing with the Kennedys in Martha’s Vineyard.”
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Word had gotten back to the CO’s, and as one of them escorted me
back to my cell, she did a Schwarzenegger impression. “Don’t worry Smith,
I’ll be back!”
I’d given World Peace an update, but he wasn’t coming back. My
man was stabbed while dealing out cards at the poker table. A couple guys
got into it over apple slices, and things got wild. Good news was he’d make
a full recovery while in the infirmary. Bad news was my being alone.
The next sixty hours were the most stressful of my life. I had no
idea when the Governor would be back. I left my cell once. I could feel the
crosshairs on my chest. Dirty Dan, prowling in a corner, stared me down.
Bastard rubbed his hands together. I just stayed in my cell. I didn’t shower;
I didn’t socialize; I just waited with my fists clenched.
Dirty Dan, in my cell, was standing over me that last night. Before
his hands grabbed me, I woke. Nothing had happened yet.
One person did come. It was Two Eyes. He gave me a piece of bread.
Even all these years later I nearly cry remembering that.
***
I was released October 11, 2004, Columbus Day. I had lost my job
and my home. I eventually relocated to Kalamazoo, MI. I’m a line cook in
a diner. My parents placed a second mortgage on their home to pay for my
attorneys. They still aren’t the same financially. I try to send them what
money I can.
World Peace and I exchange Christmas cards every year. He’s married with a son. Nowadays he works with endangered youth.
Another guy was picked up and tried for the murder of Mary Rosewood. He was found not guilty.
Sometimes I wake up screaming. My fiancé was patient. Eventually it was just too much for her. My heart still jumps with the lock of a door. I
hate cops. I hate cop cars. Every day I take medicine for anxiety. My pastor
prays for me. Am I getting better? Fuck if I know. My counselor advised me
to write this.
Now you know.
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FATIMA ALHARTHI
poetry

ETHNICITY
The medical form asks you to check off your ethnicity
White, Hispanic, Black, Hindu,
or Other.
Your Bic approaches the Other.
But before you cross the square, you ask your husband:
What are we?
White of course, he says.
You look at his white complexion,
and you see yourself
black hair, dark brown eyes,
and skin the color of sand,
two shades darker than your siblings’
who once called you “the mole.”
The Kurdish, Pashtun, and Egyptian genes skipped you
to them and your children.
They got the green eyes, the fair skin, and gold hair,
but your eldest
got the long nose, the darker skin,
And the very black hair
Like you.
His perfect English intimidates yours.
His appearance intimidates him,
And he cries,
“I am not handsome.”
“You are, darling,” you say. “You are.”
In Arabian standards, he is.
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And you return to the form, wishing
there were a window for Arab or Middle Eastern,
though all you see is White, Hispanic, Black, Hindu,
and Other.
You leave the Other square empty and scribble
Arab.
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MIA WRIGHT
poetry

GHETTO SON
just hold him, mama.
life has loved him
like fist
cracking chest cavity
life has splayed him
pentacle-wide
gaping sorrowmouth
all his flowers poured out.
try to hold him.
if his ribcage ain’t
razor blades yet.
if his teeth ain’t
turned bullets.
might be, though.
this world is quick
to prick that sugar maple skin
and bleed our boys for sap.
swift to swipe their laughter,
leave bombs behind.
just try.
and if your arms ache.
if he weeps you wet
as rupture amniotic.
if his arms are flesh
against your back.
then there is hope.
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but if you taste gunpowder
on his promises.
his eyes arsenic and arson.
do not reach for the weapon
he’s become.
it’s all right
to save
yourself
for love.
let him go, mama.
till he finds
his way
to death
or some other
silence.
he’ll be out
in red night
spinnin’
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ANFIBIO
ALVARO NADDEO
watercolor
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MAD AS HELL
ALVARO NADDEO
watercolor
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THE WAR ON DRUGS
ALVARO NADDEO
watercolor
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LIFTOFF
ALVARO NADDEO
watercolor
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DANA YOST
poetry

38TH & CHICAGO
The corner.
Knee on neck.
Now memorial.
Words, flowers,
spray-painted faces.
A man stands
with a sign accusing
police of murder.
A woman kneels
before a hand-painted
prayer for unity.
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JAMILLA VANDYKE-BAILEY
nonfiction

THE DILEMMA OF THE BLACK
FRIEND
Until recently, I was one of those Black people who equated the
term diversity with “more Blacks,” and therefore ignorantly prided myself on the notion of expanding my literary consumption by reading ten
or more Black stories a year. It wasn’t until I was chiding a fellow English
teacher about their limited exposure to diverse texts, that I realized how
white-centered and Black-outlined my canon was. There I was patting myself on the back for introducing my Black and brown high school students
to Ntozake Shange’s For Colored Girls, and Alice Walker’s The Color Purple while I closed myself off to the expansiveness of the moniker, “people
of color.” Mainly, I was leaving out the creative works and literary experiences of Asian/Pacific Islanders.
Not to sound like a closeted racist, but I have Asian friends. Well,
one Asian coworker who I am not talking to right now for a whole other reason and one Asian former-colleague who I follow on Instagram and
double-tap their posts when necessary. Instinctively, I wanted to ask them
about their experiences but refused to do so because when I have been approached by white people to speak on behalf of Black people. I have often
said:
—“If white people can find different recipes to make cauliflower
taste like my buffalo chicken, then they can figure out some shit
about Black people;”
—Or “People look into things they actually care about;”
—Or “I am not the Emperor of Black People.”
Therefore, if I were to then turn around and ask the only two Asian people
I know, I wouldn’t be any better than the white people who ask me about
weaves, rolling joints, or the school to prison pipeline without warning. So,
I turned to the only sources of information I had: Google, Facebook, and
Pinterest.
I read articles, followed Asian-centered media groups, and identified all the Asian stories I could add to my reading and teaching lists (other
than The Joy Luck Club). I am not ignorant enough to believe that the work
I started this summer absolves me of the years of ignorance I have been
complicit in, but it is a start. And a start is something, I hope.
Eventually, I found my way to Cathy Park Hong’s collection of
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essays, Minor Feelings: An Asian American Reckoning. This book challenged me and made me uncomfortable in my non-white skin. Were we
all struggling under some weight of anti-Blackness? Some more than others, but still struggling all the same? Whose shoulders am I on top of and
who is pulling my ankles farther underwater? It made me sit down in a
McDonald’s parking lot and reflect on my casual relationship with racism
towards minorities with non-Black skin. How many people had overheard
my metaphors to describe eyes on Black faces that were remarkable for
how “unBlack” they were? When was the last time I generalized and spoke
over them as if we were in the Oppressive Olympics? Who had I pushed out
of the conversation to center my own voice, my own voice, my own voice?
In Park’s book, she details a racist experience she had while living
in Brooklyn in her twenties. She was with two friends, undergrounding it
to a subway platform when a white man walked by her and sang, “Ching
chong ding dong”. This happened in public. This happened in front of her
white friends. This happened in front of that small-dicked son of a bitch’s
WHOLE BLACK wife and their HALF BLACK son. And this happened to
“other” her and ridicule her Asian face for being both hers and Asian, but
most importantly, for being non-white.
Immediately, I thundered, “The nerve of this nigga, to be racist on
Beyonce’s fucking sidewalk?” Followed by, “He chose the right one,” and
exaggerated teeth sucking. Followed by, “Cause baby girl if it was me. If it
was me I would have-’’ and then nothing. Because several times it had been
me, perhaps not as directly, and all I could think to do was freeze.
In seventh grade, I had a social studies teacher we shall baptize as
Mr. Stewart. He was white. Of course. And I often thought his head was too
small for the breadth of his body, and especially, his birthing hips.
Mr. Stewart taught me three important rules:
1. Four colored changing pens are a luxury that comes with 		
responsibility,
2. Anytime you are writing numbers under 100, you must write
it out, and
3. Sometimes, I would rather be liked than be Black.
One day, Mr. Stewart had pushed all but one of the desks in the
classroom to the back of the room. On the empty floor was blue painter’s
tape making one large flat box. Stewart asked everyone to stand with their
back against the whiteboard and face him.
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He said, “We are going on a trip. It is a trip across the hemispheres,
and it is a long and arduous trip, but for the purpose of the class today, it
will be twenty minutes. All of you are going to go on this trip, and at the
end of the twenty-minute voyage you will receive 100% as a quiz grade.”
Thank God, I probably thought to myself. Although I liked Mr.
Stewart, I was absolute garbage in his class. I could never remember which
color I had to use to write vocabulary words in, versus the color used for
questions. And to make matters worse, I was a fluster of hormones — my
breasts finally coming in and tripling in size overnight. An easy A on a quiz
grade would’ve probably taken me just out of the danger zone.
“The trip is in this ship,” he said, indicating the four strands of
tape. “So, I want everyone to go ahead, put your bag down and hop on
board the ship.”
We did as we were told, standing and laughing awkwardly, confused but along for the ride.
“How are you doing on space?” Mr. Stewart said as he grabbed the
roll of painter’s tape from his desk. “Are you all okay? Feeling comfortable?”
Someone must have said yes while the rest of us nodded because
Mr. Stewart sssstripped off another yard or so of tape. “Great. Now, I just
need you guys to back up a little bit.”
Once again, we did as we were told. We watched as he made the
ship a little bit smaller.
“Still good on space?” He didn’t pause this time, he sssstripped off
another bit of tape. “Great. Good. Now, just back up a bit more. Go ahead,
you might have to get a little bit closer together but that’s fine. We are all
friends here.” We most certainly were not.
Then he ordered, “Sit down right where you are.”
And like he knew we would, we did as we were told. We were no
longer standing. No longer laughing but sitting awkwardly. Our eyes on
his. I remember feeling every ounce of fat on my body expand and take up
space. I felt weird, and I was confused, but just like everyone else, I was
along for the ride.
“I need Jimmy to stand up and sit at this desk in the corner here.”
Jimmy does as he is told.
“Thanks, Jimmy. So, you are going to be my eyes and my ears because I didn’t say it before but this is going to be a silent twenty-minute
voyage. I have some grading to do, so Jimmy you are going to sit here and
take this piece of paper and this marker. I want you to write down the
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name of every single person who makes a noise. If you don’t know who they
are then ask me.”
Turning to us, he said, “If any of you make so much of a peep, Jimmy here will be able to give you an F for your quiz grade.” And then, he
walked away.
So there I was: chubby, Black, in a too-tight turtleneck, uncomfortable with my aching boobs, and terrified of moving. I knew that something wasn’t right. My leg was cramping, my back hurt, and I could hardly
breathe. I felt sick. I felt sick. I felt sick, but I did as I was told. I was confused, but I was along for the ride. I was the only Black girl in the class, so
I had to be along for the ride. I willed myself to shrink. Take up less space.
Be less. I sat there, feeling small and smaller and bound. I felt like I was in
bondage, and I wanted to scream — but I wanted to be along for the ride.
We sat there for seven minutes before Mr. Stewart took pity on us
and let us stand. Jimmy had failed four kids, each of whom had still refused
to stand up regardless of “losing” out. Mr. Stewart then went on to explain
how this was a social experiment to see if we could handle… something
something something... slavery (this is not lazy writing; I literally cannot
remember his explanation, but I knew it had something to do with slavery).
He said that previous year he taught it, but there was one girl who’d stood
up for herself and refused to sit down past one minute, let alone seven. She
was Black. And the year before, he was Black. And the year before — the
three of them were Black.
Without looking at me, everyone brought attention to me, and my
Blackness: standing and smiling and confused but along for the ride, and
therefore not that Black?
I guess Mr. Stewart did have the right one. He apparently had the
only Black student who had allowed herself to be liked before being Black.
And so did that Bobby kid who used to throw stuff at me during pep rallies
in high school. And so did Kat and Tim, former friends, who used to casually toss around the word nigga, like it was just a word, and like I was just
a person and not a Black person. How many times have I been the right
one? Too afraid to speak, and too eager to swallow my tongue? How many
people have I let degrade me, too stupid to realize that they were degrading
me because it felt so nice to simply have them around?
A year later, there was a Haitian girl on my bus, and she was now
another brown face that stood up and put her foot down. She asked me if
I stood up and I said yes. Then she high fived me, and I high fived her too.
She said, “Gurllll, they were not gonna have me in some stupid box on the
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floor; sitting here and looking dumb.” And to this day, I retell this story
and take her place. I wear her bravery and her strength like it is mine, like
I’ve always been this comfortable in my Blackness. Even though, for my
sixteenth birthday, I wanted to be Roxie Hart.
White Roxie Hart with the hair and the tight clothes to match.
Cathy Park Hong and her white friends were silent as that smalldicked son of a bitch and his commercially acceptable interracial family
walked away. Her white friends were most likely silently processing the
situation as white friends are prone to do, especially when faced with the
reality of their non-white friend’s non-whiteness in real-time. Cathy also
went mute, for herself, but more importantly, for her friends.
Cathy writes, “I didn’t want to make them uncomfortable, so I dismissed it.”
As the Black friend from the common phrase, “I have a Black
friend,” I know how hot that silence is as it sits in the corner of your chest
like a golden paperweight. For me, it is a learned behavior, an adaptation,
a survival technique. It is thick, and curdling, and rotting; but it is a requirement, a fee, an unspoken expectation for having white friends. Isn’t
it? White friends who want you as their personal tour guide into Blackness
by way of proximity. Close enough to feel the rush of the jazz music hiding
in your skin, but not close enough to feel the heat of the grip that blue and
red lights have over your sensibility.
Cathy’s silence reminds me of my silent screams, burning on the
inside of my flesh, hot, and shameful and stinging; the way it does when
I willingly and eagerly give white people dominion over me. Letting them
touch my hair. Letting DiMascio and McNeil call me “nigga,” as a form of
comradery. Letting any white boy with white skin fetishize me online and
ignore me in the hallway. Letting jokes and lies fly from my mouth to keep
people who called me their “friend” entertained enough to keep me around
most of the time.
How many times did I have to cover my own mouth, and accept the
treatment I received from white teachers, white classmates, white bullies,
and white friends out of an incapability of surviving white spaces while
being Black and alone? And Black readers, while you roll your eyes at me
and call me a coon, understand that by the age of seven, it is all I knew and
there is both comfort and shame in that. And sometimes the comfort is
worth it.
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Stepping onto the train car, Cathy notices that the small-dicked
son of a bitch was seated a little ways away with his family. Her anger began to fester and swell, until Cathy, encouraged by her white friends, decides to confront him. This man responds with violent threats, not only
towards Cathy but to her two white friends, before walking over to sit back
with his WHOLE BLACK wife and his HALF BLACK son.
Later, as he exits the train, he calls Cathy a “fucking chink!” because what else can a racist do on such short notice when met with a fiery resistance? And Cathy, in all her Cathyness, yells back, “white trash
motherfucker!” And it is beautiful. It is an inspirational aphrodisiac, and I
cannot help but swoon in admiration and possibly a curious attraction.
Cathy’s read of white supremacy would be a perfect ending to her
story, right? She refused to let shit slide, and instead, decides to be the bad
bitch she has always been. She publicly (and despite her real fear of what a
man, let alone a white man, can do to a woman, let alone, an Asian woman)
tells a small-dicked, white trash motherfucker off, thus becoming the hero
to her own story. End scene. Fade to black. Roll the credits. Right?
But alas, the story does not end there, because Cathy, although she
is amazing, is still an Asian woman, and this is still America. So, unfortunately, this story has to end with her white friend centering her white self
while crying white tears because of what she had to witness second hand.
Even though she was not the one that was verbally attacked. Even though
she was not in honest fear of her life and wellness. And even though she
sat silently and comfortably inside her white privilege as her white privilege-less friend took a risk and defended herself, her white self still cried
her white tears because it had, “never happened to [her] before.”
While working on this piece, I realized that I am a Black woman
with a disproportionate number of white friends. And these aren’t friends
from my racial inferiority complex of high school, these are new white
friends that I made as a willing adult, so this new revelation is kind of
alarming and worrisome.
I’ve been Cathy and have instinctively gone to console a white
friend who had to witness racism due to their affection towards me as a
friend. And other than Elizabeth Marsh, no one has stood up for me. Or
protected me.
In fact, most of them have inadvertently required me to put the focus on them, as I watch them process the trauma that I’ve had to deal with
due to my refusal to play nice and white. Or they find a way to tell me my
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gut feeling, my Black person instinct, is overly sensitive and the slight I felt
was just a misunderstanding or cultural barrier. But, unlike Cathy, I have
let it happen, repeatedly, and often without reaction or response.
I thought that I had grown and healed and can now stand firm in
my Blackness, but here I am: an adult who is still afraid of the weight of
Blackness on my shoulders, because I do not want to lose the half-ass white
friends that I have grown attached to. I sit with myself, inside of a deep ask
of: Are these minor feelings? Or a fear? Because allow me space to reach,
but Tamla Horsford had half-ass white friends and she died alone and surrounded by them.
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HALSEY HYER
poetry

BOY STARVES GIRL
When he’s under
130 his hips & tits
seem to disappear.
The sworn by GC2B
binder isn’t tight
enough to flatten chest,
ace bandages damage
his muscles beneath
he heaves to breathe,
asks himself Why
do I even bother
to eat? Boy’s full.
Being coded as Girl
is already too much
to swallow.
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poetry

JESUS HEALS A GAY MAN
I heard Jesus healed people with evil spirits
He would walk into public gatherings, touch the afflicted, and rebuke
the demon, exclaiming, “I command you, come out of him and never
enter him again!”
I knew he was to visit my temple for Passover
I arrived amid the buzz, temple leaders asking if Jesus needed anything to
eat or drink
Later in the din of moving tables and chairs, I noticed quiet. The others
had gone to the yard
Jesus and I were alone, unfolding tablecloths
My feet moved me toward him, my brow moistened
I need to be healed,
I whispered.
From a demon
He cocked his head, moved his ear to hear more
I could feel him listening through his warm cheek.
I have a devil in me
I...
I don’t want a . . . wife
—the demon clawed my speech
—I want
—shame choked my reddening face
Would he throw down the tablecloth, spit into my eyes, look up to heaven
with
horrified rebuke?
But he just lifted another corner
Lots of my friends will be at the feast tonight, he said
flapping the cloth like a sail billowing across the table
I can introduce you to some, he added, smoothing bumps in the cloth
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HUSH
MICHELE POIRIER MOZZONE
oil on canvas
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SIDEKICKS
MICHELE POIRIER MOZZONE
oil on canvas
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RUSH
MICHELE POIRIER MOZZONE
oil on canvas
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BREAKTHROUGH
MICHELE POIRIER MOZZONE
oil on canvas
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MILICA MIJATOVIĆ
poetry

NURTURE
You run away from your mother
because she feeds you knotted eels
for breakfast, and you’ve been coughing
up electricity the last two weeks,
so the lights in your house have burned
out, the TV is dead, and the phone
just beeps until you’re deaf, or actually
until your mother has had enough
of the little worms you keep spitting
out in the small spaces you think
no one looks, but she does,
so she hits you on the head
with her wet mop, sending currents
through your body, shocking
you just enough before death,
so you run from your mother
who gathers the worms you spit
and nourishes them to health
until they’re grown eels, confined
to a four by five-foot tank,
and if you won’t eat you,
she’ll eat you herself.
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nonfiction

HOME SOUNDS
I love you, girl.
It’s the last thing my father says in every one of his voicemails.
Dozens of them sit unlistened to on my phone; the remnants of the phone
calls I don’t answer. I’ve saved one of the shortest messages. I play it at parties for others, like my own knotted cherry-stem parlor trick. This is where
I come from, I say over vodka sprite smiles. I press play, on speaker, and
wait for my father’s voice to fill the silence.
People gawk. They always do. The Mississippi in his voice is long
and slow, like melted sugar. It tumbles out, soured raw by the years he’s
spent smoking. The words are wide and rich. There are more syllables than
anyone expects. There are two hiding in girl: guh-earl. The center sound
falls deep like a ravine. In it lies my childhood.
Playing his voicemail always has the desired effect. People hear his
voice, then they look back at me. Wide eyes. Knowing smiles. A drunken
gasp — “Is that really how he speaks?”
I tuck away my phone and sip on my overpriced cocktail, nodding.
I triumphantly try to soak in the unasked question that eventually follows:
“How did you come from that?”
There’s a story a friend of mine’s mom loves to tell whenever we
run into one another. She has a habit of finding me at weddings and baby
showers. Her hair is classically grey: a styled salt and pepper bob coiffed
with attention. She is never without lipstick. I admire her in the way that
she is eternally crisp, like a folded dollar bill forgotten in a cushion. Whenever she finds me, I am reminded of her unquestionable value.
“Pank, you said!” She touches my forearm, smiling. I know the story. I hate the story, but I smile too.
She was my little league cheerleading coach when my parents first
divorced. After my mother moved us from rural Mississippi to metropolitan Birmingham.
“It took me almost a week to understand what you were saying,”
she exclaims, “Pink! The color pink!”
I always nod and thank her for ‘sorting me out’ all that time ago.
She grins and says it was not a problem. I chat a few minutes longer and
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give her a hug. She pats me on the back and tells me not to be a stranger.
We both know I am.
I can understand why she loves reminding me of the story. I am a
writer, a keeper of stories. With that comes the weight of carrying words.
Words that are easily understood. Words with short syllables and tight
vowels. Words that matter.
It does make for a great story, though: the writer she taught to
speak.
I’d probably tell it too.
It’s one of the first workshops of my creative writing master’s program, and already, I feel like I’m out of place. The voices are different than
the ones I’m used to — the consonants are crisper, and the phrases are
tart. We’re eight hundred and fifty miles north of where I grew up, and I’m
reminded of it each time someone opens their mouth. As I listen to the girl
across from me, I keep catching on a word she is repeating.
“Why are you pronouncing it like that?” I ask. The room goes quiet
and my ears burn hot. The dozen or so faces stare back at me blankly.
It’s one of those moments again. The ones where the Mississippi
slips between my teeth and slithers out before I know to stop it. A few sets
of eyes dart to each other and I can tell people are trying not to laugh.
I double down, “Banal,” I repeat, but the snickering starts. “It’s
bay-null. Right?”
The person who had been speaking snorts and the room breaks
into laughter. I laugh too because it hurts less.
“It’s buh-nahl,” he answers. He’s from Rhode Island or Connecticut
or some state I’ve never been to.
“Really? Are you sure it’s not bay-null?” I ask again.
“I’m sure it’s not anal with a b,” the guy beside me says. He is laughing. He is my friend.
When I get home, I dial my mother’s number and wait for her to
pick up. When she answers, I hear the sound of her windshield wipers slapping against her car window in the background. She is driving home in the
rain.
“I had another Birmingham Hillbilly moment in class today,” I tell
her, but she responds with something about the traffic.
“I mean, how do you say it?” I ask. I spell the word out into the
receiver. There is crackling through the phone. The sound of her keys jin-
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gling.

“I don’t know that word at all,” she admits. She tells me she’s just
got home. She needs to get dinner in the oven. She loves me. I hang up the
phone.
That night in bed, I decide to look the word up online. I hold the
phone close to my ear as the robotic voice pronounces slowly. It gives two
options: buh-nahl and bay-null.
Both are correct.
I’m home on winter break, a year into my graduate program. Every
holiday of the Southern trifecta — Easter, Thanksgiving, and Christmas
— my family crowds into one of my great aunt’s homes. My mother has
twenty-two first cousins, and I have at least sixty second cousins that know
me all by name. When we pull up to the house, the yard is always littered
with trucks and late-model sedans adorned with church tags. Inside, there
are card tables and television trays and chairs scattered on every walkable
surface. Bodies fill the hallways and porches and when two of my rougher
cousins are there, even the roof. There is noise and laughter and children
darting under hands holding Styrofoam plates piled high with casseroles
and gelatins and my grandmother’s famous caramel cake. It is as comforting as it is alienating.
My mother is the one who left decades ago, and I am my mother’s
child. I hover on the outside of conversations, welcomed but at a distance.
I smile politely and sip my sweet tea until someone calls my name. It is a
cousin, I think. She wants to know how school is going. My mother told her
about my thesis, and she wants to know more.
The words tumble out of me with excitement. “I’m taking an intersectional approach to the themes in Ann Petry’s works, trying to tie in the
themes of sight to sociological trends of the time. Actually, I just got great
news–”
There’s a great burst of air escaping her lips. It reminds me of the
sound I made replicating elephants as a kid. I stop, my words dying on my
tongue. My cousin is laughing, and my aunt has joined her. I don’t understand the joke.
“I’m sorry baby, but I didn’t understand a lick of what you just
said,” she explains.
One of the other cousins grabs her forearm and they’re shaking
their heads. My cheeks burn as I excuse myself to the restroom.
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In the bathroom, I stare at my reflection in the mirror. The glass
is framed by dusty, polyester flowers. I wish my face didn’t blush so easily;
another trait from my father. I splash cool water on my forehead and try
to slow my breathing. My cousin is an accountant. Her husband works in
a factory. They are not stupid people; I think they would have understood
me if they’d listened. If they asked. If they wanted.
I pat my face dry and turn off the bathroom light as I leave. It had
been stupid of me to use the words I had. They’re from the language of
my other life — the life littered with literary magazines and an apartment
south of Pittsburgh; the words don’t mean anything here.
“Are you really going back after graduation?”
I pause at the window frame as my advisor says it. The phone is hot
against my ear as I turn away from the window to sit on my bed. I try not to
be hurt by the implication hiding between her last words and the question
mark – an expectant silence. I know it too well.
“If all the good people leave, what will it become?” I answer in the
way that I always do.
She mutters something to her children that I vaguely make out
through the crackling phone line. I can picture them crowded under her,
reaching for her shirttails with chubby fingers. She is in California for the
summer, finishing a book while her husband writes for a television company that pays him three times what I make in a year. They live near the
beach, and their live-in nanny is teaching her children Spanish on the
porch. She tells me I’d love it there. That California is the place for writers
now. I don’t tell her that I am not sure I would fit in.
“You’re right of course,” she answers, then adds, “I just don’t see
why you have to be the one who fixes The South. You don’t seem like you
belong there.” I know she means it as a compliment. It makes my chest
ache.
“I don’t know where I’ll be long term,” I answer, even though I
know I’ll never leave again. “I haven’t made up my mind.”
The conversation changes, and I let it, but the itch lingers.
What does home sound like? Why does it never sound like me?
I sometimes think about a phrase I’ve been told most of my life:
drunk words are sober thoughts.
What I don’t want to think about is why I sound like my father
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when my lips have been loosened by liquor. About why the men in bars
start smiling when I speak and then ask where I’m from. Why I’ve had
more than one DJ put the microphone to my lips not to sing, but to speak.
Speak words, any words. What they are doesn’t matter. My voice is the
punchline.
The truth is that my inebriated intonation feels like a betrayal
– a fact pried from the lie of a life I’ve constructed. Whose voice are my
thoughts really in? I am not sure, but I know that they are tired.
Tired with one syllable.
Rejections always find me on the good days. I’ve never heard of the
rhetorical law that mandates it, but I’m certain the phenomenon exists:
magazines and editors and agents alike send their rejections on days they
know it must hurt the worst. One of those evenings, I stare at the form
words of yet another agent’s bcc email. Dear Writer, it starts. No name for
a no name, I tease myself. But even with the joke, I can’t help but wonder
if my memoir will ever sell. “Every great memoir lives and dies by voice,”
Mary Karr once said. I think that may be my problem.
I curl up on my couch and let my dog snuggle up against me. The
television murmurs non-words in the background and I feel myself spiraling. There is a buzzing at my hip. I fish for my cell phone between the cushions and pry it free from the darkness. My grandmother’s number rolls
across the screen. When I answer, she laughs before speaking. It’s one of
her summer laughs – the airless ones that escape quickly. I’m smiling before I agree to.
“What are you laughing at?” I ask.
“Nothing,” she coos, her voice warm through the phone.
“It’s just good to hear your voice.”
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APPLES TO APPLES,
DUST TO DUST
The core would seem
to be the most
important part
the skin for mere
appearance and lonely
protection
Between the core
and the skin is what
		I want
You know me: skin, eat, throw away
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STRAIGHT EXPECTATIONS
“And then there are these horrible dismembered arms, they’re not
ordinary arms, they’re twisted and they’re grabbing at me and I don’t know
what to do…”
I sat behind my desk fighting the urge to tap my fingers in impatience as Adrian Drew rattled on about his latest night horror. It might
have made an interesting case to a younger version of myself, but at this
point he’d been coming in with more and more warped dreams. I was becoming increasingly convinced he was making them up to garner both pity
and attention.
“What should I do?” he said, flinging his head into his hands in a
very over-the-top display of despair.
I forced a sympathetic smile onto my face. “Well, I still don’t think
changing the medication you’re on is the answer. Have you tried those
sleeping exercises I advised?”
“Yes, I also followed your advice about talking to my sister but it
didn’t help, she just thinks I’m being paranoid and dramatic. You don’t
think that, do you doc?”
“Don’t worry. Now I’m sorry but I’m afraid we’re going to have to
stop here, our hour is up.” I gave a slight inclination to the large clock up on
the wall.
As always, he looked over as if startled by its existence and the
possibility that he could have taken more than a few moments of my time.
“But there’s more, these arms —
 ”
“I’m sorry Adrian, but I have another patient soon.” This was a lie.
I didn’t have another patient for at least an hour, but it was a solid enough
excuse to get him out on time.
He was very begrudging, but eventually I coaxed him out of the
room, after assuring him we would speak on the phone later in the week. I
closed the door and let my head fall against it, feeling numb and frustrated.
Back at my desk I flicked through my emails idly. Work hadn’t been very
fulfilling recently.
When the phone at the end of my desk rang, the little red light
flashing urgently, I answered mostly on reflex. I hoped it wasn’t Mr. Drew
again – he had a bad habit of calling right after our sessions concluded,
suddenly having recalled some essential piece of information I had to hear.
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My heart sank as I recognised the voice, it was worse than Drew.
It was my mother. Unlike my mobile, my work phone couldn’t program
names and only gave you a number as an indicator to whom you were about
to speak.
“Hey Mum,” I said, wishing I’d not answered.
“Hey baby, just calling to see how my best girl is doing?” Her voice
was syrupy sweet, a tone I had grown to associate with insincerity. We had
about a minute’s worth of small talk before she finally reached the reason
for her call.
“And how are things going with Caleb?”
There we go. She just couldn’t help herself, could she?
My husband Caleb and I hadn’t spoken much since he went to Sweden about a month ago, but to be honest being apart didn’t concern me
much. The fact that it didn’t concern me, that concerned me.
“Fine,” I replied through gritted teeth.
My mother had pretty much prophesied my entire future from
the moment I was born. Education, career, husband, children, done. Other than the final point on the list, she’d got what she wanted. Not sure I
had though. Perhaps she sensed something was wrong because she’d been
hounding me even more than was normal, her focus not too subtly on my
relationship with Caleb.
“So, you’ve seen each other since we last spoke?” Here comes interrogation mode.
“He’s gone to Sweden, Mum, not the moon, we can just pick up the
phone.”
“I still think you should make the effort to go see him. It could be a
nice surprise. It’s not healthy for a couple like you to be apart for so long…”
There was a knock on my door immediately followed by its opening, revealing the new office secretary, Norma, who looked incredibly flustered. Sadly, this was not an uncommon look for her. She’d only been here
a few weeks, and I was sure if I had not pulled in a couple of favours, she
would not be working here – or anywhere else for that matter. The workings of the office seemed to impress and mystify her in equal measure.
Norma had many gifts, but wits were not amongst them.
“Sorry, Mum, but I’m at the office and have someone at the door,
thanks for calling.”
I put the phone down before she could respond, making a mental
note to memorise her number.
Norma winced. “Sorry, I didn’t realise you were busy.”
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“Don’t worry, what is it?”
“Well it’s just one of Dr. Bateman’s patients is in the waiting room,
they’ve been there over half an hour. He’s trying to get here but he’s not
sure if he’ll be able to make it.”
I stared blankly at her agitated expression, wondering what she
expected me to do.
“The mother’s making quite a fuss you see. I was hoping maybe you
could talk to the girl…”
“I can’t do that,” I said, shaking my head.
“It would just be until Dr. Bateman gets in,” she urged, sounding
rather desperate. “I’m sure he’ll come, fifteen minutes that’s all it will be.”
“I can’t treat another doctor’s patients.” I laid down the fact as
firmly as possible, but at the crestfallen look on her face I sighed, relenting.
“But I will let her come in for a moment. Still, this is just between us.”
Clearly relieved, Norma ushered in the patient and both my eyebrows shot to my forehead at the sight of her. If vibrancy could be given a
human form, this would be its image.
She was a teenage girl wearing a crop top that was either a size too
small or designed to cling to every curve of her body. Coupled with denim
shorts that showed her long tanned legs to maximum effect, she was clearly not the sort to get self-conscious. She had long frizzy hair too bright a red
to be natural, tied in some messy—or perhaps artful—knot.
She also wore an expression which clearly said she did not want
to be here. Sitting heavily on the sofa, she folded her arms defiantly, the
bangles on her wrists jangling as she did so.
I stared for what was probably an inappropriate amount of time,
then regained myself. I stood and walked over to sit beside her. “Hello, I’m
Dr. Bailey.”
“Lisa Wells.”
“I see, and how old are you Lisa?”
“Sixteen.”
The Rebellious Age.
“Well I admit I usually know more about the people who come into
my office. Could you tell me why you’re here today?”
She looked me in the eye, expression still sour. “We don’t even need
to have this discussion. I know everything you’re thinking.”
“Oh, are you telepathic?”
“It’s not my first time at one of these. You specialists ask all the
same questions and give all the same textbook advice. There’s honestly
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nothing you can tell me that I haven’t heard before.”
Technically I shouldn’t be talking to her about any factor of her
past, present or future, I wasn’t her therapist. Something about her, though,
something about her made me want to know what had brought her here.
She waited, clearly expecting me to press for further details. When
I didn’t, she gave an exaggerated groan, letting her head fall back. “Fine, I
let my ex-boyfriend stay over one night and didn’t tell my mum.”
“You think she wouldn’t have let him?”
“I know she wouldn’t. They’d never met. I knew if I introduced
them, she’d go all ‘crazy judgy’ on him and I’d just get another long lecture.”
“Am I to assume this boyfriend is somewhat older than you?”
She gave a sigh. “Jason’s nineteen. I don’t get what she was so
freaked about, we weren’t even sharing a room, let alone a bed. I told him
he could sleep in my brother’s room.”
“Well most mothers wouldn’t really want a stranger with either of
their children. What did your brother make of all this?”
“Denny’s two years old. He doesn’t exactly have opinions.” A mocking laugh. “That kid would eat gravel if you put it in his cereal.”
“So how did your mother find out then?”
“Jason tripped over his stupid guitar in the night and woke Denny
who started crying. She completely lost it even after I explained who he
was and that I was the one who said he could stay.” She shook her head,
clearly unable to comprehend why such behaviour could be considered inappropriate.
“And it was after this incident she suggested therapy?”
“I think my teacher advised her to do it a while back. I’m not really
sure, but I guess you could say that was what pushed her over the edge. Not
that it’s done much good. No offense, but I think what you guys do is kind
of a waste of time.”
Instead of being offended, I moved closer, feeling quite intrigued at
the blatant honesty and unreserved nature of the girl before me. I couldn’t
remember the last time any of my patients had piqued my interest so.
“I’ve been coming to these check ups for weeks and I’m afraid
whatever great breakthrough you people and my mum want isn’t going to
happen.”
I hesitated on the next question that came to mind but decided I
was already down the rabbit hole. “Your feelings for this boy, are they serious?”
This earned me an eye roll. “It’s not like she had anything to worry
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about. I was only dating him because he wrote a song about me — he’s a
musician you see — but he was way too clingy and besides, I’m way more
into girls.”
This blatant confession took me by surprise. “Really?” I enquired.
“You’re young to figure that out…have you told many people?”
“Yeah,” she shrugged in an offhand manner. “Not like it’s a secret.”
“And how do you think your mother feels about your…interest in
women.”
She frowned as if puzzled by my question, tilting her head slightly
and causing the knot in her hair to go lopsided. “Huh? She’s fine with that…
but she often doesn’t like the girls I pick; she doesn’t like anyone I pick. If
it were left up to her, I’d die an old maid locked up in my room.”
“Well you’re preaching to the choir there. My mother makes me
crazy too. Always demanding to know if I’m happy, as if not being so would
be failing her.” I wasn’t sure why I said that. I never talked to patients about
my private life. I had spent years perfecting the art of evading any personal
questions thrown at me, but for some reason it just came out.
It seemed to amuse her. “Did your mother ever ground you for a
month because you snuck one bottle of prosecco into your room?”
“My mother would ground me for two months if I wore a skirt that
didn’t reach my knees,” I replied, putting my hand on her shoulder, thinking of some of the lectures I’d had.
Lisa snorted, her big blue eyes definitely interested, and I felt an
odd sense of accomplishment that, at the very least, I wasn’t boring her like
the other therapists she’d spoken of.
“Did she ever try to send you to therapy?”
“Oh no,” I said trying to imagine such a scenario. “No, my mother
made absolutely sure the world saw our whole family as the perfect success. We were her shining example to the neighbourhood.”
Just thinking of it brought back memories of a thousand forced
smiles, of constantly trying to live up to the picture she showed to the rest
of the world.
It must have shown on my face, as something akin to pity crossed
Lisa’s elven face. “That really sucks.”
I smiled, “Yep, it did suck and still kinda does really.” I couldn’t
lie to myself; I’d tried my best to distance myself from my mother, but I’d
never once confronted her on the way I’d been raised.
“Maybe you should just tell her.”
“What? Tell her she sucks?” I gave half a laugh before realising it
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hadn’t been meant as a joke. “Seriously?”
She shrugged, “Why not? Sounds like someone needs to say it.”
Those extraordinary eyes were completely sincere. I paused at her
words picturing the reaction I would get if I took the advice of this flamboyant, strangely wise, teenage girl.
“Do you say that kind of thing to your mother?”
“Only when I feel it needs to be said. Though to be fair, if I kept my
mouth shut, I probably wouldn’t have to be dragged here every week.”
“Right…” Looking at those wildly made up lashes, my hand left her
shoulder and moved up towards her striking hair.
Then the door opened and with a jolt I snatched my hand back,
suddenly returned to reality, as if someone had doused me in cold water.
“Dr. Bateman made it. He’s just gone into his office,” Norma said,
turning her gaze to Lisa and giving a winning smile. “You can go over, it’s
the same room as last time.”
“We can wait until Dr. Bateman settles back in, there’s no hurry.” I
honestly wasn’t sure which of the women in the room I was directing this
statement to.
“That’s alright, I’ll go,” said Lisa, stiffly getting up a little too quickly. “I’ll wait in his office, nice to meet you.” She walked past Norma without
looking back.
I felt my shoulders sag and turned my gaze to the carpet as Norma
stepped out of the doorway, letting the door shut behind her. I put my hand
to my face and rubbed my eyes, wincing.
“Did everything go…okay?” she asked cautiously.
“It went fine, don’t worry about it,” I replied, silently willing her
to go back to her desk and get back to whatever she did for the office. “I’m
just…a little stressed.”
“Oh, I see,” she said somewhat awkwardly. “Caleb’s still away isn’t
he?”
I didn’t reply, annoyed at myself for how much she knew about my
life. A heavy silence hung in the air.
“Would you like me to come over again tonight?”
I finally removed my hands and looked up. Not at Norma, not at
anything really, just the other side of the room, feeling as if that single
conversation had drained all the vitality from me. “Yeah, why not?”
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CALLING
Father forgive me. I was misled by the voices
in the woods of soft orange dreamy dawn.
I thought the angel wanted me to live again.
That my soul was made worthy to be
of servitude again.
			
Mother of my earth,
Mother of the womb where I slept and dreamt
how the hours of beautiful sadness would begin,
forgive me for I went back again to grainy light.
Rooms to open and remember again.
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LET ME LIVE INSIDE YOUR
LOVE
of trucks, where your fire engine saves me
a seat among the Hot Wheels,
who hitch a ride on its ladder and zoom
home to their bin across your bedroom
floor. Where your boom lift cranks
its sturdy arm to reach my electric heap
of a heart and tenderly straightens
my jumpled wires.
Let me retreat
to last year, when you held your friend’s face and fell
to the ground laughing as his skid steer jammed
your dump truck full of dead leaves
and broken sticks. Please, let me fall
asleep inside your colossal love of trucks,
where you sing to them, now, beneath
the bedside light— but it’s me
who listens... my child, I am unspeakably
tired. Let me borrow your eyes
to see the garbage truck like you do, let me rejoice
from the window as it crushes junk in the violet
light of dawn; clap as it ambles through its own fumes
and flips our waste into its belly like a happy bear
gobbling fish. I don’t know how it lives so well
on souring refuse, but I know your sweet ovation
must, at least a little, inspire its daily pledge
to clear the curb of yesterday’s mess.
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THE GAMES WE PLAYED
2001

On our way to Movie Gallery to rent VHS tapes for family movie
night, my stepfather, John, played 96.5 The Eagle on the radio in his red
Ford F-150. I stared out the passenger side window as we passed Buddy
Taylor Middle School, a McDonald’s, The Palm Harbor Golf Course, and
neighborhoods organized alphabetically through my small hometown in
Florida. We passed tall pines and dense underbrush, listening to classic
rock.
John lowered the volume on the radio. “Guess the artist,” he said.
I turned to face him, confused.
“Guess who’s singing right now,” he repeated.
After another moment of silence, he laughed. “I know you don’t like
my music, so guess the artist. If you can guess correctly, I’ll let you change
the radio to whatever station you want.” I thought of the pop and hip-hop
songs I listened to and how music can make or break a drive.
I was seven years old, so I guessed at random, artists whose names
I’d overheard my mother or John mention. Aerosmith, Eagles, The Police,
Led Zeppelin. None of my guesses were right, so we stayed on 96.5.
He told me the song was called “Paint It Black” by The Rolling
Stones. For a long time after, when John and I played his music trivia
game, The Rolling Stones was my first guess.
2003

When we pulled up to the moto-cross park, Pax Trax, John parked
his truck behind the bleachers. He came to the park every weekend where
he rode his KTM dirt bike around the looping track. Every so often, my
older sister Katie and I went with him.
When we saw John finish his ride and start to take off his gear, we
tossed our Barbies inside the cab of his truck, hitting the locks on both
doors before walking toward the track to meet him. He asked if we were
ready to grab dinner. We nodded and raced him back to the truck.
He let us win with a smile. When he pulled the truck door handle
and his hand sprung back with a jolt, his face went still.
“Who locked the truck?” he yelled.
I could never bring myself to meet John’s eyes when he yelled.
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Something about its infrequency, his hard stare and deep voice, was so
unlike him. Whenever something small set him off, it was always startling.
I looked at Katie instead. “Were we not supposed to?” she asked.
He ignored her. “Why would you lock the doors?”
“So no one steals anything.”
“There’s nothing in it to steal.” He looked at us like we should’ve
known better.
“Where are your keys?” I asked. Katie nudged my side, shaking her
head in warning.
John gave me a look as he climbed into the back of his pickup.
“They’re under the floor mat where I always leave them.”
For the next fifteen minutes he jimmied the two small panels that
split in the middle on the sliding rear window.
He grunted and mumbled, “God, fucking damn it”—something he
rarely said. He raised his hand in the air, then held his fingertips to his lips
in pain.
Katie and I knew to stay quiet, to not get involved even if it meant
helping. We stood by the front of the truck, out of John’s sight.
After twenty minutes, he grabbed a screwdriver from the small
toolbox he kept in the far-left corner of the truck bed.
“If I have to break this latch to get in…”
Inch by inch, the rear window edged open. Eventually, we heard a
pop. He wrenched it open all the way. The window was so small that only I
could climb through in order to unlock both the driver and passenger side
doors. I searched for the keys under the mat and handed them to John. He
yanked them from my hand.
On the ride back, John didn’t speak to us. That wasn’t surprising.
What was surprising was how he didn’t turn on classic rock to fill the silence.
2005

My mother asked John and me to pick up the take-out she ordered
from Houligan’s Irish Pub. John grabbed his truck keys from the kitchen
key rack, I put on some shoes, and we walked out to the driveway. I heard
John open his driver’s side door. I waited for him to pull the handle on my
side and unlatch the manual lock. But he didn’t pull the handle right away.
Instead, he got in, started the truck, and stared straight out the windshield, pretending to forget I was there. Then with a look of mock disbelief,
he turned to me, his eyes wide and mouth hung open as if to say, Oh! Have
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you been there this whole time? I didn’t even see you! I smirked and rolled
my eyes, communicating that this joke had gotten old, though it always
made me smile, and waited for the thunk of the handle so I could climb in
beside him.
2007

One time when we were driving down Belle Terre Parkway, I remembered neither of us had locked our doors. I swung my arm up and
slammed down the passenger side lock as if my hand were a mallet in the
high striker strongman carnival game. Not out of a safety precaution, out
of the pointless amusement we invented to pass time. Who could remember to lock their door the fastest?
“HA! I beat you,” I said.
John leaned his propped-up elbow closer to the window toward his
driver’s side lock. I heard a thud. He knew I’d heard it and jerked his head,
his eyebrows raised. I smiled.
I pointed my finger at him. “See, I did win.”
The skin around his eyes stretched as he tried not to laugh.
“I don’t know what you mean. My door has been locked this whole
time...see?”
He moved his arm to show the sunken nob on the door, but we both
knew he’d been caught.
“Uh huh, I’m not buying it.” We slowed to a red light.
His foot eased into the brake, and he shook his head. “You’re just
too quick for me.”
2010

John set out small, orange cones in the deserted Food Lion parking
lot. He set up a weaving pattern, a regular parking spot, and two cones that
represented the front and back end of a parallel parking spot. I sat in the
driver’s seat of the truck with the windows rolled down so that we could
hear each other as he spoke.
“I want you to swing wide as you take this spot,” he said, moving
his arms in an arc. “If you can, you always want to swing wide, especially
in a truck.”
We’d been out here for over an hour. I leaned my head out the driver’s side window. “I haven’t hit a single cone the last five times.”
“So do it a sixth.”
“Please—”
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“Again,” he said.
I pulled the gear shift down into drive and edged forward, making
sure to swing wide.
2011

I had to be at the field early for warm-up before my home soccer
game. Earlier when I’d asked John if I could take his truck, his head rolled
back, and he sighed. He let me anyway. He usually rode to the game with
my mother in her van. Afterward, he’d ride with me for the brief two-mile
trip back home. We always talked about the game.
That night, we tied with Spruce Creek—our biggest rival. I sat in
the driver’s seat and waited for John to put his camera gear back into his
duffel bag. He took our team photos and, after editing them in photoshop,
posted them on fpcsoccer.com for my teammates and their families to
check out.
There were times right before he slid into the truck when I stared
straight ahead and pretended to forget John was waiting for me to unlock
his door, just like he did with me. But that night, this joke of ours felt
exhausted, like I’d be forcing it. I wasn’t happy with the way I played. I
leaned over and pulled the handle to let him in.
“Good game,” he said.
This dialogue felt tired and familiar. I didn’t know if John meant
that I actually played a good game or if he felt obligated to say it. I put the
truck in reverse and backed out of the school parking lot.
“You guys should’ve beaten them.”
“But we didn’t.” We needed a win to be first in our conference.
“Miranda needs to go after the ball more. Miranda’s a great player,
but she needs to be more selfish, a ball hog even. She shouldn’t be afraid to
keep it.”
I hated when he referred to me in the third person— something he
always did when we talked about soccer. He must’ve felt the frustration
radiating from me; saw me replaying the game in my head. I often wondered if by referring to me in the third person, he felt he was keeping his
criticism—himself—at a safe distance.
I wanted to tell him he wasn’t my coach, that if he really cared so
much maybe he should get out on the field and show me what I was doing
wrong. I never wanted to say “I’m trying.” That wasn’t good enough. Not
for him and not for me. Instead, we sat in silence because sometimes that’s
how John and I understood each other best.
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2012

John told me to put on clothes that I was willing to get greasy. I
walked outside wearing soccer shorts and an old gym shirt from Catholic
school that my mother used as a cleaning rag. The hood of his F-150 was
propped open. Two black circular pans sat on the driveway next to a jug of
5W-20 Havoline oil. One pan held a thick dark brown liquid almost filled
to the top. The other held a small canister covered in what looked like the
same dark brown sludge.
“I’ve already done the hard part,” John said, looking down at the
oil-filled pan.
“What are we doing?”
“I’m teaching you how to change your oil.”
“I don’t even have a car.”
“You will someday. Come here.” We laid down on the driveway and
looked under his truck.
“The oil circulates through the engine to keep it lubricated, to keep
it running. The bottom of the engine holds all the oil.” He pointed up toward a knob. “See that plug there?”
I nodded.
“That’s the drain plug. The ring around that is the gasket. This is
where you let all the old oil drain out.” Every few sentences required a nod,
an “okay,” or an “uh-huh.” All of John’s lessons needed these small reassurances that I was, in fact, keeping up. He pointed to the pan on the driveway.
“I’ve already done that and put in the new oil filter.”
“I suppose now is the fun part?”
John smirked. We inched out from underneath his truck and stood
over the open hood.
“What I mainly want you to remember is how to measure the
amount of oil you have.” He unscrewed another black plug branded with
an oil can symbol on the front, grabbed a plastic funnel to put over the
plug’s hole, and instructed me to pour six quarts. I gave him a blank stare,
the kind you give when you’re thinking hard. I’d never eyeballed six quarts.
“I’ll tell you when to stop,” he said.
“What if it’s only at the third?”
“That’s all right too. When you first change the oil, you want it to
be at the top. As long as the oil isn’t below the first hash mark, you’re okay.
If it’s below, pour more oil in.” He took a dirty rag, wiped the end of the
dipstick, and handed it to me. “You try.”
I pulled the dipstick in and out, offering my own readings even
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though they all showed the same amount. I knew that for John, it was about
the work, the proficiency and the retention that comes from repetition.
When we were done, John told me that changing a vehicle’s oil
yourself costs the same amount of money as taking it into a shop. This
didn’t surprise me. “You learn by doing,” John said. Sometimes I wonder
how he didn’t end up a teacher. I thought of how when I was younger he’d
tutor me in math, my worst subject. I had a special knack for learning a
math concept, memorizing it for the exam, and then tossing the knowledge
as though I wouldn’t need it again. This infuriated John. Once he noticed
I’d do this, he incorporated this reiteration into our lessons. Before studying a new module, he’d have me go back and practice the previous one.
Only then could we move on.
“Besides, mechanics love to tell you that something else is wrong
with your car. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve ‘needed new tires’.” He
curled his fingers around the words ‘needed new tires’ and shook his head.
For a moment, I pictured John having a blowout on the highway. If this
were to happen, he’d still find a way to prove he wasn’t culpable.
“What if I really do need new tires?” I asked.
“I can tell you if you need new tires.” After, John gave me a lesson
on the difference between acceptable tire treads and ones that are wearing.
I couldn’t decide whether to roll my eyes or laugh.
2013

I set my JBL Bluetooth speaker in the middle console between
John and me and queued up the music library on my phone. A hip-hop
song titled “Berzerk” filled the truck with a harsh, tinny beat. The song is
appropriated, sampled from an old Billy Squier song. I wondered if John
recognized this as we listened to it.
John looked over at me and said, “You like this garbage?” An untimely lyric—“Say fuck it before we kick the bucket”—played before I could
answer. We both laughed.
“It’s not garbage. Besides, sometimes I just enjoy the melody.”
He nodded, not quite convinced. We listened to the song all the
way through. On that ride, I played songs by The Weeknd, Drake, and Kendrick Lamar. No matter what I played, he didn’t once ask me to change the
music.
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2015

John asked if I wanted to ride with him to Walmart because he
needed car parts, again. Sometimes it felt like he wished for something to
break down, a gadget to stop working. Mr. Fix-It, “but only on his terms,”
as my mother liked to say. His headlight nozzle popped off years ago, but
he keeps the nozzle in the middle console when he needs to turn on the
headlights. I often wonder if he’ll ever replace it or glue it back on. The
longer he waits, the more I’m convinced a part of him prefers it this way.
Because this way—popped off and pending—the nozzle will always be in a
state of fixing, of needing to be mended.
When we walked out to his truck after Walmart, John did something he’d never done before. With his keys in hand, he walked to the passenger side door, and unlocked it so that I could climb in first. My head
jerked back, and I looked at him. He walked around to the driver’s side
door. A sad, somewhat weightless thought filled me. Something big just
happened. It felt like John and I had outgrown a phase. I lingered at my
door a second longer. I wanted him to see that I was shocked. I wanted to
talk about it without having to bring it up myself. But he didn’t notice me.
He unlocked his side, and without looking said, “Well… are you getting
in?”
2016

On our way home from trivia at The Brass Tap, my mother asked
John if he could stop at Pentair-Union Engineering, the CO2 process plant
manufacturer they both work for, to pick up her laptop charger that she
forgot.
We started going to trivia every Wednesday early in the year,
around the same time John was diagnosed with bladder cancer. We rarely
missed a week. I’m not sure if it was a way to take our minds—his especially—off of it, or because we all loved a good competition, but it was a
tradition we’d come to look forward to each week. John, perhaps, the most.
“Man, we were so close!” I brought my fist down on my knee.
“I know,” my mother said. “We can never get the order right.” In the
last round of trivia, the host asked us to put the following affairs in order.
Most times, it was events in history. One time it had to do with the geographical locations of cities: list them in order from farthest west to east.
The one time we got the chronological question right, we’d been asked to
put the release dates of the following movies in order from oldest to most
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recent: Mask starring Cher, The Mask starring Jim Carrey, The Mask of
Zorro, and V for Vendetta. We won $40 that night. My sister’s boyfriend
shouted that we were rich. We laughed all night.
“That’s because the years are always so close together!” I said.
“Ugh, it’s frustrating.”
“Next week,” John said. “We’ll get them next week.”
We were approaching our turn onto State Road US1—a road that
runs parallel to the woods. John wasn’t slowing down. Instead of making
the right turn onto US1, a turn he’s made since 1996, he drove straight. It
almost sent us into possible oncoming traffic, and then into the woods, into
thick compact pines. We were going 50 mph.
“Woah woah woah, slow down,” I said.
When he realized what he’d done, we were already in the middle of
the other lane. He braked hard and jerked the wheel to the right. We hadn’t
quite reached the trees. He maneuvered his way across a grassy median
and back onto the right side of the road, the truck jerking up and down as it
drove over divots and other hidden bumps in the grass. I realized I wasn’t
scared. I was embarrassed for John because I knew, almost immediately,
he was embarrassed himself.
I asked him if he was alright. He stayed quiet for a long time before
saying, “I’m sorry. I didn’t see it.” He was silent the rest of the ride home. I
knew well enough not to say anything else about the incident. My mother
did too. She looked back at her phone and kept playing her Mahjong app.
The three of us chose to forget it happened.
2017

On the way to AutoZone, I looked up and saw a green, plastic toothpick with a slightly curved end fastened into the driver’s side visor. This
didn’t surprise me. John always kept one close: in his wallet or pocket,
an empty cup-holder in his truck. If it weren’t for the fact that every so
often (though probably not often enough), I noticed the mounted toothpick
change color, I’d worry it’s been the same one stuck up there. The thought,
at first, made me cringe. But if I were to learn he’s never swapped this
toothpick out for a clean one, I think a part of me would find it comforting
to know that some things never change, how not enough stays the same
anymore.
“How old’s that one?” I nodded my head up toward the green toothpick.
John smirked and shrugged at the same time, “Hell if I know.”
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2018

Driving to Terranova’s to pick up pizza, John asked how my writing
was going.
“It’s going,” I said.
“That’s vague.” He looked at me.
“I just wish I was more productive this summer.”
“It gets away from you, doesn’t it?”
I nodded and thought for a moment. “I guess that means your
three-month check-up is soon then, huh?”
“Yep.”
He’d been fighting bladder cancer on and off for the past two years
now. When family and friends asked him how he was doing, my mother
usually did the talking. Please keep him in your prayers. The same cycle:
surgery, catheter, three-month check-up, dark spot on scan, surgery, catheter, three-month check-up, etc. Normally I didn’t ask, but normally John
didn’t ask about my writing. These kinds of prying questions felt necessary
now.
When my mother and I talk on the phone, she’ll sometimes ask
when I last spoke to my grandmother.
“Not in a while,” I usually say.
She responds the same way every time. “You know, I don’t know
how much longer we’ll have grandma.” I often wonder if she’s started to
think the same when it comes to John. If she does, she doesn’t say it out
loud. Though it’s something I’ve started to think about, I certainly haven’t
brought it up.
“You nervous?” I asked John.
“Not even a little,” he said without taking his eyes off the road. I
didn’t press him anymore, because I knew he wouldn’t offer much more
than that. Besides, his certainty and fixed stare when he answered was
somehow enough.
After that, we were quiet, a comfortable quiet, the one that felt
right and satisfying. As we settled into the stillness we didn’t say a word
to each other. The music played at a volume that John found “just right”. I
contemplated taking my old high striker arm and whacking down the lock
on my door. I contemplated stirring us both from our reverie, letting John
know that even though I was 24, I was never too old for our games.
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DEATHBED
Tell me something beautiful,
he whispers, his eyes fever-bright.
At the bedside, I try to think
of what to say. These words
may be our last.
His fingers pluck the bedsheets
as I seek far memories of summer
in England, when everything was young
and we played cricket in the fields
of Manchester and I held the bat
like a baseball weapon, and everyone
laughed and I hit the ball out of the park
and ran like hell between the wickets.
Or the small hotel in Sorrento where
Mamma rolled out the dough for pastries
every morning before we left
to walk among the lemon trees
and crowded shops in the shadow
of Vesuvius across the bay.
But memories bring tears, so I decide
simply to sit, hold his hand
to quiet its grasping panic,
listening for his irregular breath. I think
that the most beautiful thing to tell him
has nothing to do with words, but
everything to do with the silence
of fingers touching, woven together
on a hospital blanket.

62 |

SANTA CLARA REVIEW

CORA WARING
nonfiction

DOG AS...
Childhood Fear
My parents had two dogs, dachshunds named Herman and Bomber. When my mother was pregnant with me, Herman took to chewing
Bomber’s ears relentlessly until they bled and he earned himself an invitation out. My parents had feared for tiny impending human ears too.
Before his eviction, Herman ate up an expanse of drywall next to
the basement steps. I remember studying that damage, each time I passed
it in the house where I grew up. I assigned big destructive emotions to this
animal I’d never known, certain he’d craved my flesh, and was glad to have
him gone.
I didn’t love the remaining Bomber better, or at least, not in the
way kids are supposed to love their family pets. His bark hurt my ears. He
got riled up too quick. I feared he’d take my fingers over the treats my parents made me offer.
When I was five, we went to Disney World and left him in a neighbor’s care. One day, Bomber ran from the neighbor to hide under a bed and
the process of hauling him out broke his short little legs. My mother cried
when we returned from the happiest place on earth to put Bomber down. I
remember feeling sorry, but only for her.
Transitional Object
Jason and I brought home a squirmy brown and white Shih Tzu
pup some sixteen years ago when we were newly engaged. Back then, I believed our decision was mutual, that we each desired proof we could care
for something together. Only later would I acknowledge the truth, that Jason had wanted a dog and I’d simply agreed, having viewed the puppy as a
step up the hierarchy existing in my mind. This hierarchy mandated that
to reach the ultimate status of parent, I should undergo a gradual yet purposeful uptick in the caring for needy and needier things. One, self. Two,
partner. Three, houseplant. Four, pet. Five, children.
We called him Fred because Jason liked people names for dogs. I
preferred Peanut but had gone along because what is an impending marriage if not compromise?
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Adult Fear
That first day, Jason patted the spot on the floor beside him, inviting
me to join as he roughhoused with Fred. I refused. In that instant, all my careful preparation for pet ownership paled against the realization that I didn’t
really want a dog. Fred’s bounding-around made me nervous. His spiny teeth
gave me pause. I’d hoped my unease around canines might have magically dissipated after all these years, but no. The old fear delivered shame.
Watching Jason play like a child with a glossy toy, I knew. I’d said yes
to a puppy because I loved a man. I’d agreed, because this man recalled the
canines of his own youth with a near misty-eyed nostalgia. I’d gone along, yet
never uttered the implied things underneath. Here, honey, here’s the thing you
wanted. Won’t I make a good wife?
Intruder
Fred encroached on all that could be encroached upon. He slept between our pillows and snored so loudly that I jostled Jason for the noise instead. He interrupted our sex life, bounding around the mattress, snuffling at
every crevice. Once removed to the hall, he cried and scrabbled his paws at the
door, finally so upset that a yellow puddle would slink underneath. We often
abandoned our efforts then to retrieve him.
We’d been pet owners for mere days when Jason left for a two-week
work training, and I remember the nervous energy that hummed in my body
then. I’d known about this trip but hadn’t anticipated the resurgence of my
fear. Now, I needed Jason to stay. I didn’t want to be the one cracking open the
dog food cans or doing all the walks. I didn’t want to be the sole caretaker of an
unpredictable animal. Still, Jason left.
I moved through the days of his absence mechanically, checking caretaking items off a list like groceries. I fed and watered and walked. I talked to
Fred in a voice that I’d heard mothers use for their babies, but it felt phony in
my mouth.
Those two weeks confirmed that I’d agreed to a puppy for the wrong
reasons. Fred’s cuteness showed my ability to select desirable things. Acquiring him made me and Jason look more like a family. But I’d neglected to think
about a creature existing constantly in my space, needing, and how simply
addressing those needs wouldn’t feel like enough. I’ll never love him, I thought
each time I tucked my body onto the couch and out of Fred’s enthusiastic reach.
But I did love Jason. Maybe he’d love us both.
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Heart Trap
The final night before Jason’s return, Fred began nosing around
the bedroom at 2AM. I heard the jangle of his collar and his nails tapping
over the hardwood like a miniature drum line.
“We’re supposed to be sleeping now.” I muttered before huffing
from the bed to take him out.
In the dark quiet, Manhattan felt almost suburban, and I was
self-conscious in my pajamas even though we were alone. As we moved
toward 1st Avenue, I imagined everyone tucked neatly into their beds with
cartoon dream bubbles hanging over their heads.
Sidewalk to himself, Fred zigzagged on the leash, sniffing everything. I tried to recall doing the same as a child. Had I been so astounded
by the world? Had my mother trudged along, eager to get back home, yet
indulging me still?
Every few moments, Fred swung his head around and looked genuinely pleased to find me there at the other end of the leash. In this muted
version of the city, the solitary rectangles we traced over the block felt extravagant and stolen. As keen as I’d been to get back to bed, I didn’t want
to go in just yet. I wanted to keep walking in the dark silent city with Fred
swinging his head back to find me.
I couldn’t name it then, but something was shifting. I began to understand that the puppy loved me. Even if I kept him at leash distance.
Even if I didn’t know how to love him back.
Partial Satisfaction
Jason returned and taught me how to play. I remember growling
and sliding Fred across the hardwood only to have him scramble eagerly
back. Sometimes, in my mind, I traded him for little girls and boys with Jason’s blue eyes. I imagined them running toward me with undone onesies
and floppy diapers, screaming, “Again! Again!”
We made up little words to describe Fred’s toys and tendencies. We
dressed him up in clothes, even though he remained statue-still once they
were on. We danced him around the living room whenever the “Sex and
the City” theme song played.
I stopped worrying when Fred mouthed at my fingers. Those tiny
bits of enamel no longer inspired terror.
The puppy grew in fast-forward.
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Love

On his first Halloween, Fred stopped eating. We thought he’d
grown bored of his food, so Jason tossed a handful of treats into his dish
instead.
“But now it’s like we’re giving him ice cream for dinner instead of
broccoli.” I said.
“Yes.” He shrugged, “But he’s eating.”
When the vomiting and lethargy began, fear popped open umbrella-like across my chest. I hurried to wrap Fred in a blanket and hail a cab.
Later at the animal hospital, we’d learn that too many treats can put a puppy’s pancreas into shock. We’d learn that Fred would recover.
But just before that, the ride down to the Union Square Animal
Hospital is a bizarre memory of people outside the window, dressed in
capes and grotesque costume makeup, smeared together with my building
sense of dread. There in the backseat, as the Fred bundle went heavy in my
arms, I knew I loved him.
My Own
Three years. Fred got three years to soak up all the love I had to
give before the babies pushed him from my lap. Then, too many creatures
needed to be grown and suckled and carried. Too many creatures needed
only me. The hierarchy achieved, I grumbled over the extra caretaking of
Fred. I didn’t even feel guilty.
Now I do. It would be half his lifetime before Fred crawled over
my legs again and I let him stay, once the kids had grown enough that my
pie chart of caring could be redrawn. But knowing he eventually got back
there won’t erase how much I ignored him, how I couldn’t always be the
woman who once only adored a man and a dog.
Thirteen years in, Fred began falling. The vet advised we put a
path of yoga mats through the house so he wouldn’t slip, but we didn’t. The
suggestion, after all, to reoutfit our home into a geriatric canine wonderland of carved-up grippy mats and stiff foam doggie staircases sounded
ridiculous, but we did try other measures. Non-slip booties on Fred’s paws
that wouldn’t stay. Pain meds that made him too loopy to stand and do
his business. Is it anthropomorphism to want to leave a dog his dignity? I
don’t have the answer, just the decision we made. When Fred began crying
incessantly and seemed unhappy most of the time, we booked the terminal
appointment.
I then attempted to explain the concept of euthanasia to my chil-
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dren in the days leading up to the deed, but my eight-year-old son asserted,
“Mom, if you give him something to go to sleep and he doesn’t wake back
up, that means he’s dead, which means you killed him.” I hadn’t Googled
the appropriate parental response ahead of time, so I said, “You’re right,
buddy. We’re killing the dog.”
Jason and I held tight to the bony sack that had become our Fred
and stroked behind his ears as the vet depressed the plunger. We cried,
mouths open and ugly, when the energy in the room shifted and his ribcage collapsed. Death arrived so quickly that it almost looked fake. I took
comfort in the warm frame still draped over my lap and wondered if he
might look up at me one last time. He didn’t.
A year later, I find my son on my bed with the box of ashes he’s
pulled from the shelf. His face is crumpled and wet, even though there are
new puppies in the kitchen to play with. I hold him as he cries, grateful for
the secure connection that existed between my boy and his first pet. I stare
at Fred’s collar, wound in my son’s fist.
One dog moved me and Jason thirteen years forward. We used to
eat cereal for dinner. Our apartment had mice. We had so much damn
time. Now, three children. Six moves. Five towns, three states. One house
built and left. One cancer scare.
How many dogs move a person through a life? If these new pups
live long enough to see the kids through college, will there be any more after that? Part of me imagines Jason and I rushing to fill our emptying nest
with fresh wagging tails, while another envisions us celebrating eventual
freedom from caretaking responsibilities. If the latter, then perhaps the
final dog will only come along as a crutch, sought out after either Jason or
I am gone. One pet-sized replacement for one human-sized hole. Dog as
consolation prize, even though I’d already know that a dog can only ever be
a dog.
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GONE AGO
My mother pasted Jesus pictures on the walls
Jesus suffering the little children
Jesus with lambs in his lap
she knelt and prayed to them for hours
forgetting to make dinner or put me to bed
I talked to Him while she was on her knees
and He comforted me
When they took my mother away
it was late at night, I was supposed to be asleep
I saw lights circling red on the driveway
my father said it was to help her nerves
which must have been in pretty bad shape
because she never came back
I left Jesus behind at seventeen
studied evolution, Freud and world religions
I shaved my head, spent time with street people
and lived alone, no pictures on my walls
along the way I landed in cynicism and scotch
and a psych hospital where they stole my shoes
Years later, there it was: Jesus in a Jar
on FaithGetaway.org for $49.95
one tablespoon per day
I swallowed half the jar, gagging on the bitter bits
and waited
I must not be worthy
I swallowed the rest, saying a gentle Jesus prayer
O Lord let me believe again
the room was spinning, for sure on my way to sweet relief
I woke in a psych ward where they took my shoes
I wanted a different place
one with a different colored sky
and a mother who could stay
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MOM
Mom cracks an egg over the frying pan and listens to it sizzle.
Mom takes out the tub of “I Can’t Believe It’s Not Butter!” and
makes some comment about how she can, in fact, believe that it’s not butter. Mom is trying really hard. She may even say she’s trying her best.
“I’m trying my best,” Mom reassures herself quietly. So maybe she
is. But we’re running late.
“Mom, we have to be there in twenty minutes,” I say.
“I know, sweetie, but it’s important you get a healthy breakfast. The
judge would like that. Don’t you think?”
“Hmm?” she murmurs when I don’t reply.
“Sure, Mom. The judge would want that.”
“There you go,” she says, patting me on the head and setting a plate
of mushy scrambled eggs in front of me. “Eat up, buttercup.”
She walks off towards her room, coffee cup in hand, humming to
herself. Court would be in session fifteen minutes from now. But I know
the futility of trying to rush Mom to do anything — it would only slow
things down. So I ate what I could of my eggs and threw the rest into the
trash under some napkins.
Mom still isn’t ready. “I can’t decide what to wear!” she exclaims.
She takes off the dress she’d been wearing to try on a red version of the
same dress.
“Mom, you look nice. Let’s go.”
But Mom starts crying.
“Red is for whores,” she whines through tears. “What if the judge
thinks I’m a whore and… I’m putting the blue one back on.”
The unspoken words sit between us as she straightens out her blue
dress. What if the judge takes me away? What if she’s declared unfit as a
mother?
“There’s nothing to worry about,” I reassure her quietly, resting my
hand on her back. “You’re a good mother.”
Mom offers me her best attempt at a smile. “Well what are you
waiting for?” she asks, as if I was the one slowing us down. “We’re going to
be late!”
So we rush out to the car.
Mom turns the keys in the car. The car doesn’t start. Not a sur-
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prise, but also not an issue we have the time to deal with right now.
“It’s fine,” Mom says, her lips pulled into a tight smile. Mom closes
her eyes and counts to three, turning the keys again. The engine stutters to
life, and we we’re on our way.
Mom insists that I sit in a car seat, “just in case” and “to make a
good impression.” At twelve and a half years old, I’m more than just a little
too old for a car seat, but also old enough to see that Mom needs to feel like
she has things under control, and this was just one of her small ways of
doing that.
Mom has never been a great driver. Not that she’s reckless, in fact,
it’s the exact opposite. Mom is overly cautious. She’s crawling down the
highway at forty miles per hour and I’m watching cars and trucks fly past
us. It’s 12:20. Court was set to start at noon. But saying anything about her
speed would make her nerves worse, slowing her down even more. Mom
glances into her rear view mirror.
“Is that truck following us?” she asks, referring to the truck tailing
her. I considered pointing out that the truck was more likely angry that
she was driving forty in the left lane on a highway, but decided against it,
simply responding with, “No, Mom, he isn’t following us.” Mom continues
to glance nervously in her rear-view mirror.
“What if it’s your dad?!” she asks frantically. “What if he’s coming
to take you from me?!”
Mom knows fully well that Dad most likely arrived at the courthouse on time. That he was probably sitting in his seat now, impatiently
tapping his foot and checking his watch. That if enough time passed, he’d
ask the judge to “just make a decision already.” Besides, I point out, Dad
drives a blue Chevy, not the obnoxious yellow truck behind us. “He isn’t
going to take me from you,” I reassure her again.
Mom and Dad went through a divorce when I was ten. It was ugly.
They tried to hide all the ugly from me, but kids are often smarter and
more observant than they let on. Dad got everything, from the family dog
to the house. Everything except me. Mom had custody of me during the
week — Dad only got me every other weekend and some holidays. And that
was okay with him, for a while. But then he decided that he wanted more.
He filed for full custody. Mom cried when she got the letter from his lawyer
in the mail. She wouldn’t let me read it, but I found it hidden in a stack of
magazines and read it while she was asleep. It said that Mom had lost her
job a few months back. It said that Mom had become a heavy drinker. It
called Mom an unfit parent. I’ve refused my visits to my Dad’s house since
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I found the letter. So what if Mom lost her job? It sucked anyways. Who
wants to work themselves to death? And so what if she likes to drink more
than Dad does? I’ve seen violent drunks on TV, and she isn’t one of those.
Mom holds things together.
Mom is gripping the steering wheel with tight fists. She looks like
she is about to cry, still glancing back at the truck that for some reason has
yet to go around us. We’re still ten minutes from the courthouse. Mom is
probably worried about us being so late, and secretly, I am too, but I will
explain to the judge that she just was trying to make me a healthy breakfast and do everything right, and I am sure that he will understand. I’ve
seen judges on TV and know that they respect people that try to do things
right.
Mom chugs the water bottle next to her, making a face that makes
me wonder if the water had gone bad somehow. She throws the empty bottle out the window, and I think about how littering is wrong, and almost
say something, but I’m sure she is trying her best.
Mom reaches the exit for the courthouse and it almost looks like
she is going to miss it, but she slows down at the last few seconds and
makes her way off the highway. Mom looks tense. Mom looks scared. And
I wish there was more I could do to reassure her that everything would be
okay, but I think I’ve said everything I can.
Mom pulls up to the front of the courthouse.
She says, “You walk in and wait in the hallway for me while I find a
parking spot. Or better yet, sweetie, let someone know we’re here.” I start
to get out of the car and Mom stops me. Mom looks me in the eyes and
says, “I love you sweetie. No matter what. Remember that, okay? No matter
what.”
“I love you too,” I say. “See you inside.”
I walk towards the door.
I turn back, watch as Mom pulls out of the parking lot.
I… don’t understand. I walk inside. She must be coming back. She
probably just forgot something. She must have just forgotten something.
I walk into the courtroom.
I tell the judge that Mom is coming back. That she just forgot something at home and had to go back.
“It was important,” I said.
Dad calls Mom, but her phone is off.
“Maybe that’s what she went back for,” I suggest.
The judge looks doubtful. He looks like he’s seen this before. Dad’s
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face says he saw this coming.
“She’s coming back,” I insist.
The judge says, “We’ll give her thirty minutes. If the mother is not
present at court in thirty minutes, I have no choice but to grant the father
full custody.”
“She’s coming,” I insist again.
“It’s not your fault, Rosie. It’s not your mom’s fault either,” Dad
says. “Mom is sick. She’s doing her best.”
But Mom is better than that. I know she is. She’s coming back.
Ten minutes pass.
Twenty.
Thirty.
The judge grants an extra ten minutes when I start crying.
She’s coming back.
She has to be.
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ALL MY GRANDMOTHER
POEMS END IN SMOKE
One of mine died
in a car crash
Christmas week
on the way to work
at her joyería. Dad
was only sixteen,
couldn’t understand
and to me, it was just
a story until I
started writing.
We all come from women.
The other, the mother
of my mom,
is cold and silent.
I don’t know which is worse.
When I was a girl,
she loved my laugh
but made me
quiet down
like she made
mom cut open
her eyes so men here
would be able to see them.
She’s not dead,
but I don’t see her.
What a shame to have no grandmother.
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But, I did have one once. For a little.
My ex’s. She smoked
so many Marlboros, you’d never
forget she was American.
I knew he ignored
how she walked out of every
movie, how she sat
out on her green plastic chair
in the garden.
But I
watched her
when I could, I
followed the smoke
rising up and out
and god, I
grew mad at him
missing the show:
Here was a woman planting toxins
not because she couldn’t help it but
I imagine she was tired
of how much life
a woman must
give.
When I lie down in dead grass,
I close my eyes and imagine dancing
with all the grandmothers,
and we will be laughing and smoking and
nothing will be missing.
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AMY L. FAIR
poetry

SPELL-CASTING
If these words can do anything I say,
then I’ll use them to craft a doorway
between your new world and mine,
and you can whisper rude jokes under
your ghost breath to make me laugh,
and we can crack the door
when no one is looking,
and I can hook
my little finger through yours,
not often enough to keep you
from your celestial chores,
just from time to time, when I’m in danger
of forgetting you don’t live here anymore.
I heard how well you’ve been sleeping,
you might say,
as if I had a stack of regrets
in a burn pile, keeping me awake.
And, I might stay quiet,
until those words fade into night,
until you are no more
than a single, small bird
in the bower of my heart —
the branches white and delicate,
lace on top, lace underneath.
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LIVING ROOM
ZOEY FRANK
oil on linen
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NIECES
ZOEY FRANK
oil on linen
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WEDDING
ZOEY FRANK
oil on linen
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GRAPEVINE
ZOEY FRANK
oil on linen
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ALLISON WHITTENBERG
poetry

ENDNOTES
On that gorgeous spring day, the strong sun mocks. It was so close to
her June birthday. Couldn’t she have lasted two more weeks? Who knew
she
a timebomb? Who knew she had this hidden defect? I should have been
born
clairvoyant.
That day, distant relations ate sloppily. Macaroni salad slid off their
spoons onto their chins.
They made it a party. There was chicken: fried, braised, broiled, roasted
So much damn food.
Anger is my favorite part of the grief process. I do it well.
The hincty lady down the street came by fussing for her pan.
She had left her pan. She had to have her pan. I’d lost a person;
she’d
lost a pan.
I gave her her pan, told her where to shove it, slammed the door.
I was old enough to know that pets, flowers, people die, but not mothers
Daddy’s usual husky, tender voice offered no solace. He crumbled like
toast.
My brother contacted his therapist.
My sister still walks around with her face.
Daffodils bloomed.
And Otis Reading played on the stereo that Fa Fa Fa Fa sad song
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CLARA MACILRAVIE CAÑAS
poetry

THERE’S MAGIC ON ALBERTA
DRIVE
for Alex and Sarah.
It’s still there,
the little green house
trapped in 2004,
with the decaying wooden fence
caged in the backyard,
protected by a sheath
of dense green vines
and budding daylilies.
We pushed the thick foliage
away from the creaking fence
with our kid-sized hands
to make a secret hideaway
where we could crack open
12-ounce cans of orange cream soda pop
and drink as much as we could
of the fizzy drink,
away from the
vigilant eyes of mama.
In this sanctuary that we have
encased for just the three of us
in a world of billions,
the cicadas hum melodies,
and we don’t have to worry about
our impending anguishes or
the pressure to produce rent
for our own little homes one day, yet.
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Because in this corner,
we are forever kissed in youth and
the scent of damp
sweet watermelon candies,
and kid-sized
footprints in the backyard
still linger by the
little house on Alberta Drive
because we’d only just left it
not too long ago.
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KEVIN LEMASTER
poetry

RULE OF THUMB
no one dies in prison.
tell that to the boy,
eyes bent to heaven, body
hanging naked like an open
ended question,
wrestled to the floor,
handcuffed and dragged across
the courtyard, his body broken
like glass, still blue from a lack of oxygen.
time of death? anytime after
he’s no longer on prison grounds,
his body smells of sorrow, his remains
lie just outside the fence.
no one walks the range tonight,
no one notices the boy who made one
mistake, left alone with a belt no one
thought he’d use, in a cell in southern Ohio,
still someone’s son that never returned
from a war he couldn’t win.
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nonfiction

MY BODY IS A PROCESS
I’m five, standing outside on my family’s farm. My dad takes pictures of my brothers and me with our animals. I’m wearing cutoffs. That’s
all. No shirt, no shoes. My skin is golden brown from hours spent outside
in the summer sun; I cradle my pet goose in my arms. My smile is real, and
in that moment all I know is joy. That’s how my early summers are spent—
as shirtless and carefree as my older brothers.
***
I’m ten, upstairs with my brothers. They laugh at some private joke
as I walk across the room. I hear one of them say something about “measuring on the Richter scale.” I ask them what that is. They laugh and tell me
it measures earthquakes, and that when I walk it measures on the Richter
scale. Their joke becomes my truth. Now I have a new word for my body.
Its process has gone from one of freedom to fat. I take on this new identity,
swallow it without question. Even though I’m not fat.
***
I’m in fifth grade, standing in line with my classmates, waiting to
get weighed, dreading my turn. When they weigh us in elementary school
it’s not in private. Necks crane every time someone steps on the scale;
mental notes are made about who weighs the most, the least. Popularity
sprouts from these numbers as the kids whisper and giggle. I stand silent,
my body revolting against me. My stomach aches, my eyes water while I
wait.
Although my back is turned to the line when I step on the scale,
I feel their eager eyes, and I already know what they’ll say. Like everyone
else in line, I’ve kept track of the others’ weights. There are no digital scales
in the 1970s, so it’s a long process of balancing the weights on the tall doctor’s scale. The school nurse adjusts the weights, assuming I’m less than
a hundred pounds. But the bar still tilts when there’s no balancing point
below 100. My face burns. I want to tell the nurse I’m sick and need to go
home. I’m the first girl in my class who weighs over 100 pounds. I don’t
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consider that I’m the tallest girl or that I’m strong from all the physical
farm work.
I just know I’m fat.
***
I’m in junior high, and it feels like a whole new world where looks
determine how miserable or happy you’ll be. My best friend who’d previously been fat is thin, tiny by this time. Her body’s process shifts, and
everyone notices, especially boys. I hear them in the lunchroom, in the
hallway, assigning our identities. The skinny one and the fat one. They only
want to talk to the skinny one.
***
I’m sixteen at a horse show out of state. I travel with a big stable,
work for them at the show. In return, I get to ride and show twenty-thousand dollar horses my family could never afford. It’s late at night. I sleep in
the show barns on a cot in an extra stall — all grooms do. The curtain that
covers the outside of my stall rustles and a fifty-year-old groom I know
walks in and gropes me, rubs my skin. He whispers in my ear, says he
wishes I was older so we could do more. I lay frozen, my eyes squeezed
shut. If I pretend I’m asleep, he might leave. My body’s process betrays me.
It doesn’t fight back, doesn’t move.
When he leaves, I want to exit my body, to leave the skin, the
breasts, the hands he touched. I spend the next three nights at the horse
show huddled in a cold concrete bathroom where he can’t find me. I don’t
tell anyone for years.
***
I’m a senior in high school into heavy metal music. My best friend
and I go to concerts whenever we can, decked out in thick black eyeliner,
studded wristbands, tight parachute pants. She knows how to flirt. I watch
her wordlessly draw guys to her with just a tilt of her head, a seductive look
in her eyes and a subtle purse of her lips. I follow, head down, knowing if
any guy looks at me, talks to me, I’m just the consolation prize.
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***
I travel after high school. I want to leave the Midwest, to live near
the ocean, to ski in the mountains. So I do. I work menial jobs in resort
towns to survive. I love this life, especially the mountains. I ski in the winter and lead guided horseback tours in the summer. My body is strong because it’s in constant motion, but I can’t see it, don’t see it. I’m sure that
every guy I meet in the Colorado bars, every wrangler I work with in the
summer, only sees fat.
It’s all I see.
I meet my husband in undergraduate school. We get married and
go to graduate school together. My body’s process is erratic, unpredictable.
I gain weight, I lose weight. But through all of this, I believe my husband
loves me.
***
When I’m 32 we have a toddler, and our marriage is in crisis. In
the span of a thirty-minute conversation, everything shifts. Everything I
thought I knew is stripped away from me, and I’m stripped with it. The
man who’d always made me feel beautiful and loved is now attracted to
someone else — has been for months. I ask if she’s skinny. She is.
The message is clear. I’m not good enough, not pretty enough,
and I’m certainly not thin enough. My body’s process through pregnancy
weighed me down with pounds that seem impossible to shed. Now I want
to shed everything, to get so small I disappear.
Disappearing means I need to stop eating. It’s surprisingly easy.
Food doesn’t matter anymore, except it does. It matters in all the calories I
don’t eat. And in the very few I do eat. I do math with those calories, constantly juggle those numbers, immediately write them down if they pass
my lips. I hate them. One apple, one cup of brown rice, two carrots. I try to
survive on fruits and vegetables because those numbers are the smallest.
Which will make me the smallest.
I take up running because I have to. I run the gravel roads by our
house, far out into the country. I run the trail that used to be railroad
tracks. I run and run and run, but I can never run far enough.
The numbers, the running, they work. My body’s process excites
me. It finally gives me numbers I like. Weight falls off with every run, with
every uneaten meal. Our marriage counselor says he’s concerned about
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how thin I am. I’m not concerned. I’m thrilled.
***
I’m thirty-four and pregnant. My marriage is strong again, stronger, more real than it’s ever been. We dug in and fought for our marriage,
for each other. Through therapy and long brutally honest talks we got to
know each other in a way we never had before. Although I feel loved again,
I can’t make peace with my body.
I’m still small, but I want to be smaller. I still run, still lift weights,
still juggle numbers and food. Until I can’t. Just days after I find out I’m
pregnant, I start to bleed. This pregnancy is complicated, high risk, so I
can’t exercise.
Pregnancy is truly a miracle. My body grows an entirely new life.
But my body’s process through this pregnancy is a betrayal. I can’t tolerate
the healthy foods I normally eat. All I want are carbs and sugar. With every
awful pound I gain I fight the craving to starve myself. It’s an addiction.
But I won’t jeopardize my baby. So I eat.
Now I hate my numbers, hate getting on the scale at every prenatal
appointment.
***
I’m thirty-six and exhausted. I still can’t lose the baby weight from
two years ago despite running, despite playing with numbers.
My kids get sick with the flu, and so do I. They get better. I don’t.
Doctors tell me it’s normal to be tired when you have two young kids. They
ask me questions about depression and anxiety. They don’t actually listen.
My body’s process has come to a stuttering stop. I can barely walk across
my living room. My joints shriek in pain, making me feel like I’m eighty.
***
I’m thirty-nine. Over the past three years I’ve been told I’m just a
tired, stressed mom. And always, always the question, Are you depressed?
I want to scream at the doctors who ask me this. Yes, I’m depressed because I’m so fatigued and in so much pain I can’t function anymore. I can’t
do the things I love. I can’t run, or even take walks. I can’t play on the recreational soccer team with my husband anymore. But depression didn’t
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cause these symptoms. These symptoms make me depressed. My body’s
process feels like it’s killing me.
Finally, a doctor listens, looks deeper, takes vials and vials of
blood. I find out I’m not just a stressed, tired mom. I have lupus, Sjogren’s
syndrome, and Raynaud’s disease.
The medications that treat these diseases are toxic, but science
hasn’t come up with anything better. There’s no cure, just poison to manage the symptoms. Biologics and chemotherapy drugs and steroids give
me “moon face” and send the scale soaring to new numbers so high I can’t
look at it anymore. It’s easier to close my eyes every time I’m weighed at my
rheumatologist’s office.
***
I’m fifty-four now. I don’t like my body’s process. I struggle to find
meaning in being sick, struggle to find myself under the mountains of
medication, under the flesh of morbid obesity. I try to reclaim myself little
by little. I write. A lot. It connects me to who I am. My dogs ground me,
bring me joy. On days when the pain and fatigue are manageable, I take my
dogs on slow walks.
I struggle to remember the last time my body was a non-issue,
when it was just a part of me. The real me. When was the last time my
heart and spirit were in sync with the body I was given? It’s a shell I’ve
come to hate, a garment that doesn’t fit who I am — the person underneath
the fat, the autoimmune diseases, the wrinkles, the sprigs of silver hair.
I’m trying to learn what process means for my body. My body is
a process. I haven’t fully grasped the concept or found a way to put it into
words, but the concept gives me hope. It gives me the hope that this isn’t
the end, that my body is, and can be, more than what I’ve made it to be all
these years. It’s more than numbers on a scale, more than the diseases and
the weight it carries. It can still change and evolve in this life and maybe
even beyond. But it won’t progress in this tiny box of self-hatred.
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DANA YOST
poetry

FOR SARA
suddenly,
she’s bleeding,
down her leg,
but she thinks,
this isn’t me,
not me, bleeding,
but it is her, the blood has reached
her ankle, then her toes
and is running on the bathroom
tile, but she still thinks it is not
her, she wouldn’t do this,
she’s been in trouble
before, but never has
she done this, then her mother
is taking her to the ER,
where she gives her name,
only it doesn’t feel like her name,
but someone else’s,
someone she knew once
when she was a child,
when she was safe,
and the nurse looks
at her, says we’ll
have you stitched
up fast, and she thinks,
it was that deep a cut?
And it was, made by her,
they say. They, including
her mother.
The stitching up will be
minor compared to what
comes next: two days, at least,
locked down in a BHU,

SANTA CLARA REVIEW |

89

DANA YOST
and all the assessments
and talking it through
and she still swears it wasn’t
her, and now she hears talk
of a long-term commitment
to an intense treatment center
and she’s so tired all she wants
is sleep and she sleeps on the concrete
floor that leads to the concrete wall
that holds up the sparse bunk
in her room and she sleeps on that bunk, too,
sleeps until her mother comes to visit,
to tell her we have options,
and she says this isn’t me,
isn’t me, and if she could only
be let go to find herself, the real
her, who is out there somewhere,
twirling her hair and running bare feet
through sand on a beach, that girl
who has gotten away from her,
if she could find her maybe
all this could go away.
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CALLIE SMITH
poetry

SOME TOYS ARE DISHWASHER
SAFE
The girl played war with what she knew
of fighting. Pitbulls and heart disease
and that Christmas when her dad
broke the passenger side door
handle trying to get out
of the moving car, her mother
screaming. The students laughed
at the boy who brought two G.I.
Joes for show and tell. He held one
plastic man in each hand and made
them shoot one another. The boy’s
father was found dead in a pickup
truck parked near a Blockbuster.
Suicide became the secret vocabulary
word for the other kids in his class.
Some learned how to make a gun
shape with their fingers, shot themselves
inside the mouth of a plastic slide.
The girl and boy arranged an army
of perfect-bodied toys that hated
and killed each other, breathless
at the red, wet edge of their dreaming.
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SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN
Then were there brought unto him little children, that he should put his
hands on them, and pray: and the disciples rebuked them. But Jesus
said, “Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me: for
of such is the kingdom of heaven.” And he laid his hands on them, and
departed thence.
— Matthew 19:13-15 King James Version
“Suffer little children”did not mean that
any children should suffer—but you might think
it did, when you hear how they took those priests
into “consideration.” And they were
well taken into consideration—
the priests, I mean—but none of the children.
It’s telling that they focused on the priests—
all those most high defenders of the church.
Let’s take this into consideration.
“And forbid them not, to come unto me”
did not mean—did not mean—that they should come
to you, you priests, deep in your sacristies,
that way. They should have avoided your arms,
your open, so-called, sanctuaries there.
They should not have come, but they could have been
in so much trouble if they had not come—
yet no one thought to forbid them to come,
let’s take that into consideration.
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“For of such is the kingdom of heaven”—
such authority, claiming the children,
gathering them in the name of heaven.
Can this be of the kingdom of heaven,
embracing the children with hands like these?
No, no, it is not. No, nothing like this,
the groping and gathering up of these,
is a part of the kingdom of heaven.
Please take that into consideration.
Those sacraments that they administered:
transforming the body and blood into
dirt and tears; stigmata into stigma;
the holy water into vinegar
of bitter tears, that nightly burn the eyes
of children who will never play again
(and never will be children here again)
nor sit on any laps with innocence.
Take all this into consideration.
These children will not run about again
like little lambs, for you have slaughtered them,
you priests, and defenders of the priests.
That is the acid blessing you bestowed.
You should be banished to a trail of rocks
to stumble ever upward on your knees
and pray you’ll split new blisters—just to wet
your lips—and may the sun beat down until
God takes you into consideration.
Parishioners and parents, on their knees,
will feel the lashes of their children’s pain
while ever they are still alive to feel.
The pages where forgiveness may be found
will long be crumpled up in clenching hands—
if not ripped out, or all dissolved in tears—
before they can be smoothed and read again.
When they arise to go, will they come back?
Let’s take that into consideration.
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Defenders of the priests, please tell me this:
Where are your institution’s knees? And how
will it get down on them, how will it crawl
across the cobbled, hobbled, public square
that you have pounded out and polished up
for all your centuries of supplicants?
And if you make it to those heavy wooden doors—
that’s if, not when—will you be let back in?
Please take this into consideration.
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RYAN MATTERN
poetry

THE WATER
The sound cut out on a Thursday
on my way home from work.
A mayfly clung to the windshield.
I stopped the car
beside a pond
vibrating with life.
The water rose before me
in a curtain of glass,
spoke.
I waved my hands at it
I kicked my legs at it,
I threatened it.
The water pulled me in
with the promise of remedy, an old book,
a letter from a deeply missed friend.
I stabbed at the water,
Let go!
I yelled.
A raincloud followed me home.
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R.T. NOTARO
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MISTAKES WE MAKE
Stealer’s Wheel in my ear
on the day of your deliberate confrontation.
All the princes that came before
bore witness to your empty coronation.
She’s cross legged on the end of the bed
“For the right person,
we’re all whores and madonnas.”
I was just a joy ride for you.
- a kill some time ride for you.
that was your style.
Now I’m sitting in an old motel.
With dirty sheets
- and no bible.
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LIZZIE SOBEL
photography
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SWEET RIDE
LIZZIE SOBEL
photography
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ROY’S ON ROUTE 66
LIZZIE SOBEL
photography
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HOOP DREAMS
LIZZIE SOBEL
photography
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SEAN CHAPMAN
poetry

SOMETIMES FOR FUN
Wide round paws shadowed
the scent through deep snow,
pursued the croaking mimic—
the blue-black raven waited
for the she-wolf beside the white
tailed deer—carcass too frozen
for his crescent bill to break.
Under canopy of firs and pine
she pecked at the jewelled eyes
and lolling tongue watchfully.
When the wolf arrived to open
the present, the bird ruffled
his feathers—jagged hackles
fanned from his throat in
anticipation. Reminding his
benefactor he wanted his share
of the cadaver—pulling at her
tail when her blood-soaked
maw got too greedy and a few
times more just to tease her.
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poetry

JAGUARUNDI
Cuddle the little killer
so puff and gray
with a chest-trembling purr,
tail wisped black over
black paws, whiskers just wider
than spiderwebs — amber
eyes that do all the talking.
Homeless hunter, she slunk
out of her dead mother’s shadow
survived the skeletons
of four brothers and sisters,
and now rolls her belly open
to human hands. Stillest
at noon, she raids
all night, licking blood,
cracking the bones of anything
small enough and slow enough
to snuff and chew. In this,
she’s just like me or you,
a slave to the untamed,
somehow always chained
to hungers, chasing fleshy
shapes — a prisoner
of her moonlight escapes.
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KEN FIFER
poetry

AGAINST GARDENS
The dark art of weeding, reaching under
the earth to grab hold of the root
doesn’t mean that much to me now.
It’s part laziness, part arthritis,
part an empathy with weeds,
the play of light on their leaves,
the speed with which they blow tiny flowers.
I understand their need to go on,
the way of jewel-weed and goldenrod,
the need to persist despite limited gifts
that propels weeds to seed hostile ground.
When they raise their voices in a new chorus,
they sing songs that make me cry.
And when they organize the yard,
carrying bullhorns and home-made signs,
I’m out there with them, walking the line.
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EUPHORIA
BETTE RIDGEWAY
acrylic painting
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HAPPINESS
BETTE RIDGEWAY
acrylic painting
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HOPE
BETTE RIDGEWAY
acrylic painting
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TANNI HAAS
poetry

GREETINGS
Beneath every greeting
A lifetime more
And always already
An ever-shifting, constant floor
Of questions that could have been asked
And a single, imperfect place to hide

SANTA CLARA REVIEW |

107

KELVIN KELLMAN
poetry

A LANDSCAPE OF KEBBI
BEFORE THE RAINS
A highway panorama births vivid sights of round adobe
houses crowned with raffia, hemmed within coarse mud
walls abode to men with humble ambitions, tilling acres
with camels and cattle, riding old motorcycles ferrying tools
roped in the rear and set on farm hours. It is terrain with
dry stretch of earth reaching the horizon where earth and
sky lock in eternal embrace, its edges lined with shrubs
denied the habit of leaves; meagre splatter of tall gold
grasses singing savannah blues in a hard and ruthless sun
resolved to turn soil into fine desert dunes. Now and again,
half-clad children leading simple joys sprint the fields
aiming at bamboo posts in games abandoned yesterday;
seizing the day before the coming of rain, when millet swards
and rice paddies become the sole trade of this self-same arena,
where a vibrant scene of a most auburn sun sets in the evening.
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A PHILOSOPHER WHO IS
AFRAID OF THE NEWS
Wait for me in the sink.
Wait for me in the mirror.
Wait for me on the bathroom floor.
Good, the cockroach has followed my orders.
Now remind me with the weakness of your exoskeleton
that we are all expendable.
He touches his antenna to the wall.
You’re right. The wall is weak. It cannot even contain voices.
Voices, of all delicate things!
He touches his prickly brown leg to a crack in the tile.
Yes, scientists still are unsure what lies beneath
the earth’s crust, and that gives validity to the idea of hell.
His antennas raise sharply.
It’s true! Haven’t you seen the news?
I turn on the sun lamp. He runs to hide behind
the garbage can, his feet going back and forth along
the floor like windshield wipers.
Ah, how predictable, a philosopher who is afraid
of the news.
I pick up the garbage can. He sits still.
Why display your weakness then attempt to resist death?
He sits still.
Oh, what a display.
I smoosh him with a wad of toilet paper. I flush it
all down the toilet. I stare at the lid.
God, please protect us from these things
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Fatima Alharthi is a Saudi writer. She is a PhD in fiction candidate at Florida State University. Her work has appeared in SmokeLong Quarterly, Flyleaf
Journal, Every Day Fiction, and Santa Ana River Review among others. This
is her first poetry publication.
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Magazine, 34thParallel Magazine, WhimsicalPoet: A Journal Of Contemporary Poetry, Penmen Review, Rabid Oak, and elsewhere. She lives in Northern Virginia.
Benjamin Bagocius (he, him, his) teaches writing and literature at Bard
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Daniel E. Blackston is a professional writer and musician who lives and
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Miranda Campbell graduated with her MFA in creative writing from Georgia College and State University. She freelance edits for Triplicity Publishing.
She’s a sucker for tacos, The Office, people who can quote The Office, and a
good used bookstore. Much of her inspiration comes from her favorite place
— her home, Flagler Beach, FL. Her work appears in The Laurel Review, Hippocampus Magazine, Chaleur Magazine, littledeathlit, The Helix Magazine,
Saw Palm, Dime Show Review, and others.
Sean Chapman is a British writer living in Cornwall beside the capricious
Atlantic Ocean and amongst the blur of a blue Whippet and a red fox Labrador. His prolonged and wayward adolescence included working in a Taiwanese
astrophysics department, on a Salford mental health ward, on the Liverpool
docks and in a Manchester disability support office, before washing ashore in
a Cornish surf shop. Between daydreams of cowboy adventures and surfing
escapades, he writes poems, which have appeared or are forthcoming in Marble Poetry, Raceme, Squawk Back, Prole, Dreich, Fenland Poetry Journal,
Quince, The Pomegranate London, The Opiate, and The Daily Drunk and AnSANTA CLARA REVIEW |
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ti-Heroin Chic amongst others.
Anna Davis-Abel is a 2020 graduate of West Virginia University’s Masters of
Fine Arts in creative nonfiction writing. Her work has been featured on John
Oliver’s Tonight Show and in Hippocampus Magazine.
Amy L. Fair, a West Virginia native, makes her home in rural Oregon, where
she teaches at a small community college and plans to grow old without any
grace whatsoever.
Ken Fifer’s poetry collections include After Fire and Falling Man. His poems
have appeared in Barrow Street, Epoch, New Letters, and Ploughshares. His
translations of contemporary Turkish poetry (with Nesrin Eruysal) have appeared in The Wolf, Söyleşi Üç Aylık Şiir Dergisi, and The Literary Review.
He has a Ph.D. in English Language and Literature from The University of
Michigan.
John Findura is the author of the poetry collection Submerged (Five Oaks
Press, 2017). He holds an MFA in Poetry from The New School, an M.Ed in
Professional Counseling, and an Ed.D in Educational Technology. His poetry
and criticism appear in numerous journals including Verse, Fourteen Hills,
Copper Nickel, Pleiades, Forklift, Ohio, Sixth Finch, Prelude, and Rain Taxi. A
guest blogger for The Best American Poetry, he lives in Northern New Jersey
with his wife and daughters.
Zoey Frank was born in 1987 in Boulder, Colorado. Frank received her MFA
in painting from Laguna College of Art and Design in Laguna Beach, California after studying for four years with Juliette Aristides in the Classical Atelier
at Gage Academy of Art in Seattle, Washington. She has received numerous
honors and awards, including three Elizabeth Greenshields grants, the Avigdor Arikha Memorial International Residency Scholarship, the Artist’s Magazine All Media Competition Grand Prize of 2012, the Hudson River Fellowship
in 2012, and scholarships from the Albert K. Murray Foundation, the Stacey
Foundation, and the Art Renewal Center. Her work has been featured in publications such as Fine Art Connoisseur, American Art Collector, the International Artist Magazine, Artist’s Magazine, and Southwest Art and is exhibited
in galleries across the United States and Europe.
Kelly Granito is a writer and social policy researcher. She grew up in Ann
Arbor, MI and has since lived in Kalamazoo, New Orleans, Washington, D.C.,
and New York City. She is now back in Ann Arbor where she lives with her
husband, two kids, two cats, and too many plants. She has been published in
Midwestern Gothic, Noctua Review, Sun Star Lit, and elsewhere.
Tanni Haas, Ph.D. is a Professor in the Department of Communication Arts,
Sciences and Disorders at the City University of New York—Brooklyn College.
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He is the author or editor of three books and many academic and popular articles. His poems and short stories have appeared in various literary magazines.
Halsey Hyer is currently earning their MFA in Poetry from Florida International University where they assistant teach in the Writing & Rhetoric program. They’re an Editor for Seven Kitchens Press, Associate Editor of Pittsburgh Poetry Journal, member and mentor of the Madwomen in the Attic
writing workshops, and collective member of The Big Idea Bookstore. Their
poem, “Boy Wears Bra”, was selected as a finalist for the 2021 James Hearst
Poetry Prize. Their poems can be found or are forthcoming in North American
Review, Voices From the Attic XXV, Show Us Your Papers Anthology, Rappahannock Review, and elsewhere.
Jessi Jarin is a CSULB alumna with a BA in creative writing. Her poetry has
appeared in ¡Pa’lante!, PSPoets, Dig Magazine, MadWomxn Magazine, Rice
and Spice, Juiced! Magazine, and Prometheus Dreaming. Jessi also serves
as a contributing writer for Antifragile and The Daily 49er and is the founder
of a virtual poetry workshop centered on the importance of expressing one’s
joy and grief, launched early this year. Jessi hopes to soon pursue an MFA in
creative writing and eventually teach at the college level.
Kelvin Kellman writes from Nigeria. He’s had works featured or forthcoming in Green Briar Review, The Blue Mountain Review, Hawaii Review, North
Dakota Quarterly, and elsewhere.
Alexander Kemp was born in Michigan. He graduated from the University
of Southern California, and is a Job Hunter for adults with disabilities. His
work has previously been published in The Fictional Cafe, Nzuri, and The
Gateway Review. He currently resides in Los Angeles, CA.
Kevin Lemaster lives in South Shore Kentucky. His poems have been found
at The Lakes, Appalachian Heritage, Praxis magazine, Rockvale Review, Inkwell, Birmingham Arts Journal, Constellations, Plainsongs, Coe Review, and
others. He has had recent work published in SheilaNaGig online and Heartwood Literary Review and work forthcoming in The Slipstream, Triggerfish
Critical Review, Route 7 Review, West Trade Review, and The Big Window.
His work in “Rubicon: Words and art inspired by Oscar Wildes De Profundis”
was nominated for a Pushcart prize.
Clara MacIlravie Cañas is a Salvadoran-American writer and graduate student living in South Dakota. She is a first-year Master’s student at the University of South Dakota studying English Literature. When she isn’t writing, Clara
can be found curled up with a novel, telling her cat bad dad jokes or picking
through a Haribo bag in search of all of the red gummy bears.
Ryan Mattern holds an MA in English from UC Davis and a BA in Creative
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Writing from CSUSB. His work has appeared in Crazyhorse, The Red Wheelbarrow, and Poetry Quarterly. He currently serves in the United States Army.
Milica Mijatović is a Serbian poet and translator. Born in Brčko, Bosnia and
Hercegovina, she relocated to the United States where she earned a BA in Creative Writing and English Literature from Capital University. She recently received her MFA in Creative Writing from Boston University and is a recipient
of a Robert Pinsky Global Fellowship in Poetry. Her poetry appears or is forthcoming in The Louisville Review, Poet Lore, Consequence, Santa Ana River
Review, Barely South Review, and elsewhere.
Lisa Mottolo is a poet living in Austin, TX. She is originally from Upstate
New York. Her work has been published or is forthcoming in The Laurel Review, Little Patuxent Review, Typishly, Counterclock Journal, and others.
Lisa loves birds and has four adopted parrots at home.
Michele Poirier Mozzone’s series of paintings entitled Fractured Light
pairs her dual interest of figurative imagery and colorful abstraction to create paintings that are highly representational, yet simultaneously loose, fluid,
and irregular. Aided by her own underwater photographs, she works with soft
pastel and oil paint to create multi-layered images expressing the distinct associations of the body suspended in water and time. The motivation behind her
work is twofold: it allows her to paint what she loves and gives her the opportunity to explore areas of pure abstraction that exist naturally in turbulent, sunlit
waters. She finds the latter atmosphere to be unique and quite extraordinary.
Her figures in the series are not meant to be readily identifiable as individuals,
but rather to provide an opportunity for viewers to place themselves within the
paintings. She wants the viewer to experience for themselves the broken ribbons of sunlight, fascinating distortions, rushing bubbles, and the weightless,
slow dance of movement — all of which occurs below the water’s surface.
Alvaro Naddeo is originally from São Paulo, Brazil and has also lived in
Lima, New York City, and he currently lives in Los Angeles. These urban environments have shaped his memory and influence most of his work. Alvaro is
partly self-taught and partly homeschooled. His father is an illustrator, and as
a kid he spent many hours drawing and watching him work. At 17, he remembers comparing his work to his fathers and thinking his drawings and paintings were not good enough. He quit. He pursued a career in advertising as an
Art Director, something that still allowed him to exercise his interest in art but
without requiring mastery with the pencil or brush. 20 years later, while living
in New York City and being exposed to its many contrasts, Alvaro’s desire to
pick up the brushes intensified. Now he is back to painting, and this time he is
not quitting.
R.T. Notaro is a news photographer/writer/producer, currently working in
Philadelphia. In over 30 years in the television industry R.T. has been nom114 |
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inated for three Emmy Awards, along with two AP News Awards. When not
working, R.T. can be found reading, cooking or trying to become a better guitar
player. R.T. writes on a variety of topics because nothing should be off limits.
Dan Overgaard was born and raised in Thailand. He attended Westmont
College, dropped out, moved to Seattle, became a transit operator, then managed transit technology projects and programs. He’s now retired and catching
up on reading. His poems have appeared in Across The Margin, The Galway
Review, Shark Reef, Willawaw Journal, As It Ought To Be Magazine, Glass
Poetry: Poets Resist, The High Window, Canary Lit Mag, Triggerfish Critical
Review and other journals. Read more at: danovergaard.com.
Victoria Pantalion is a poet and fiction writer living in NYC. She has had
poems published in the After Happy Hour Review along with short stories
published to the Sheepshead Review and the Santa Clara Review. When she
isn’t writing, she’s showing her boyfriend pictures of cats she wants to adopt.
Donna Pucciani, a Chicago-based writer, has published poetry worldwide
in Shi Chao Poetry, Poetry Salzburg, nebulab, Acumen, ParisLitUp, Gradiva,
and other journals. Her seventh and most recent book of poetry is EDGES.
Benji Reid was born and currently lives in Manchester, UK. This year, Reid
was announced as the recipient of The Wellcome Photography Prize 2020 for
the category Mental Health. Reid was awarded the prize for his work “Holding onto Daddy,” a love note to his daughter. October Gallery will exhibit the
artist’s first solo show in 2021. Reid began producing images in 2012. Benji’s
work was exhibited as part of Get Up, Stand Up Now at Somerset House, June
2019. His works have also been shown in Museum of Contemporary African
Diasporan Arts (MoCADA), New York, as part of the 2019 exhibition Styles of
Resistance: From the Corner to the Catwalk. Reid’s first solo show A Thousand Words was exhibited at Contact Theatre, Manchester in 2016. Reid considers himself a Choreo-Photolist: a practice where theatricality, choreography, and photography meet in a single or series of images.
Bette Ridgeway has exhibited her work globally with over 80 museums,
universities, and galleries, including Palais Royale, Embassy of Madagascar,
Kobayashi Gallery, Tokyo and London Art Biennale. Prestigious awards include Top 60 Contemporary Masters, Leonardo DaVinci Prize, Rome, Sandro
Botticelli Prize, Museum of Florence, Italy and the Oxford University Alumni
Prize at the Chianciano Art Museum, Tuscany, Italy. In addition to countless
important private collections, Mayo Clinic, University of Northwestern, and
Federal Reserve Bank are amongst Ridgeway’s permanent public placements.
Her work has been highlighted in many books and publications, among them:
International Contemporary Masters 2010, 100 Artists of the Southwest,
Masters of Today, and 100 Famous Contemporary Artists. Ridgeway has
penned several publications about art and process including Talent is Just the
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Beginning – An Artist’s Guide to Marketing in the 21st Century, Layering
Light and Layering Light on Metal.
Anna Ross lives in North Yorkshire and is doing a Postgraduate Diploma in
Creative Writing at the University of York. She enjoys reading and writing poems and stories of all shapes and sizes as well as going on adventures with her
D&D group. Her short story “Hypnos” was Shortlisted for the Strands International Flash Fiction Competition and her story “They’re Waiting” features in
the Wrong Way Go Back Vol 19. anthology. She has been writing stories from
the age of nine and is currently working on a historical fiction novel and contemporary fantasy novel. Though she is noted amongst her peers for writing
literature with dark underlying themes and messages, she is actually a very
friendly person in the real world.
Claire Scott is an award winning poet who has received multiple Pushcart
Prize nominations. Her work has appeared in the Atlanta Review, Bellevue
Literary Review, New Ohio Review, Enizagam, and Healing Muse among others. Claire is the author of Waiting to be Called and Until I Couldn’t. She is
the co-author of Unfolding in Light: A Sisters’ Journey in Photography and
Poetry.
Callie Smith is a PhD candidate in English at the University of Louisiana
at Lafayette. Before moving to the Deep South, she received her MFA from
the University of Central Arkansas. She was a finalist for Blue Earth Review’s
2020 summer contest and for Quarterly West’s 2020 inaugural poetry contest.
Lizzie Sobel is a Philadelphia-based photographer and designer. Her work is
a small manifestation of both life’s moments and potential. She shares it in the
hope of providing and creating unique perspectives. It is her greatest wish that
those perspectives develop into an empathetic awareness and understanding
of our world and its humanity, as well as an ability to explore a point of view
that may differ from our own.
Jamilla VanDyke-Bailey is a 27-year-old, Black feminist living with depression, anxiety, PTSD, and bipolar disorder II. She uses her writing to give a
voice to the trauma that is often suffered in silence and to bring a sense of belonging amongst the misfits. She has had work published in The Southhampton Review, K’in Literary Journal, and Oddball Magazine, amongst others.
Cora Waring lives in Brookline, MA. Her work previously appears or is forthcoming in Catapult, River Teeth’s Beautiful Things, Train River, and Blunt
Moms, among other publications. Read and listen at www.corawaring.com.
Allison Whittenberg is a Philly native who has a global perspective. If she
wasn’t an author she’d be a private detective or a jazz singer. Her novels include
Sweet Thang, Hollywood and Maine, Life is Fine, Tutored, The Carnival of
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Reality, and The Sane Asylum. Her plays have been performed at Interact Theatre, The Spruce Hill Theatre, The Festival of Wrights, and The Playwright’s
Center.
Mia Wright is a Tulsa native. She earned her MFA in Poetry from Boise State
University. Her poems have appeared Spill Words, Elephants Never, Please
See Me, Q/A Poetry, The Girl God, Word Riot, and This Land. Wright is twotime Pushcart Prize nominee and the author of three poetry chapbooks. She
teaches at University of Tulsa and Tulsa Community College, and also teaches
poetry workshops online.
Dana Yost was an award-winning daily newspaper journalist for 29 years.
Since 2008, he has published six books and co-authored another. He is a
three-time Pushcart nominee in poetry. He has lived his entire life in the Upper Midwest.
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